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M DCC XXXV. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


K ING Henry VI. 
Edward, Son to the King, and Prinee of Wales, 
Duke of Somerſet, | | 
2 7 1 
ari O Or 5 . .* 
Farl of Exeter, Lords of King Henry s ſide, 
Earl of Weſtmoreland, 
Lord Clifford, 
Earl of Richmond, a Youth, afterwards King Henry VII. 
Richard, Duke of York. 
Kdward, eldeſt Son to the Duke of York, afterwards King Edward IV. 
George, Duke of Clarence, ſecond Son to the Duke of York. 
Richard, Duke of Glouceſter, third Son to the Duke of York, af- 
terwards King Richard III. 
Edmund, Earl of Rutland, youngeſt Son to the Duke of York, 
Duke of Norfolk, 
Marqueſs of Montague, 
Earl of Warwick, 
Earl of Salisbury, Of the Duke of York's Party. 
Earl of Pembroke, 
Lord Haſtings, 
Lord Stafford, 
n imer 
= Hook Mort n r, c Uncles to the Duke of York. 
Sir William Stanly, afterwards Earl of Derby, 
Lord Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray, 
Sir John Montgomery. 
Lieutenant of the 'Tower. 
Mayor of Coventry. 
Mayor and Aldermen of York. 
Humphry and Sinklo, two Huntſmep. 


Lewis King of France. 6 
Bourbon, Admiral af France. + EDO 


Queen Margaret. 
Bona, Siſter to the French King. 
Lady Gray, Widow of Sir Richard Gray, afterwards Queen to Ed- 


ward IV. 


Soldiers and other Attendants on King Heyry, and King 
Edward. 


In Part of the Third Act the SCENE is 
laid in France, during all the reſt of the 
Play in England. | 
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The Third PART of 
« king HENRYYVE 


IND DB BD BUS UU GAG INOEOTSIHS 
r SCENE I. 


Alarum. Enter Duke of York, Edward, 
Richard, Norfolk, Mountague, War- 
wick, and Soldiers. 


| Wonder how the King eſ- 
Pe” za cap d our Hands? 
2 rk. While we purſu'd the 
Cf] Horſemen of the North, 
He lily ſtole away, and left 
his Men: 
Whereat the great Lord of 
Northumberland, 
Whoſe warlike Ears could never brook Retreat, 
ing Cbear d up the drooping Army, and himſelf, 
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breaſt, ; 
Charg'd our main Battel's Front; And breaking in 
5 Were by the Swords of common Soldiers ſlain. i 
Edw. Lord Stafford 's Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
8 I Beeither flain or wounded dangerous. 
| cleft his Beaver with a dow right blow: 
That this is true, Father behold his Blood, 
he A 2 Mount, 
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Mecunt. And, Brother, here's the Earl of , iliſbire's Blood 
Whom I encountred as the Battels join d. | 
* Rich, Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did, 

NI. Richard hath beſt delerv'd of all my Sons: 

But is his Grace dead, my Lord of Somerſet ? 

Nerf. Such hope have all the Line of John of Gaunt, 

Rich. Thus do I hope to ſhake King Henry's Head, 

Var. Ard fo do I, victorious Prince of Tork. 

Before I ſee thee ſeated in the Throne, 

Which now the Houſe of Lancaſter uſurps, 

I yow by Heav'n, theſe Eyes ſhall never cloſe. 
This is the Palace of the fearful King, 

And this the Regal Seat; poſſeſs it York, 

For this is thine, and not King Hepry's Heirs. 

York, Aſſiſt me then, ſweet Warwick, and I will; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

N:rf. We'll all aſſiſt you, he that flies ſhall die, 

Tork. Thanks gentle Nerfolk , ſtay by me my Lords, 
And Soldiers ſtay and lodge by me this Nr 

ey g 9, 

War. And when the King comes, offer him no vio.-nc«, 
Unleſs he ſeek to thruſt you out by force. 

Verk. The Queen this Day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinks we ſhall be of her Counſel ; 

By Words or Blows here let us win our Right. 

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's ſtay within this Houſe, 

War, The bloody Parliament ſhall this be call'd, 
Unleſs Plantagenet, Duke of York, be King, 

And baſhful Henry depos'd, whoſe Cowardiſe 
Hath made us by-words to our Enemies, 

Yerk. Then leave me not, my Lords, be reſolute, 
I mean to take Poſſeſſion of my Right, 

Var. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beg, 
The proudeſt He that holds up Zancaſter, 

Dares ſtir a Wing, if Warwick ſhake his Bells, 

I'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dare: 

Reſolve thee Richard, claim the Engliſh Crown. 

Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, Weſtmo:- 
land, Exeter, and others, . 

EK. Hemy, My Lords, look where the ſturdy Rebel ſits, 

Even in the Chair of State; belike he means, 

Back d by the Power of Warwick, that falſe Peer, 


To 


King HENRY VI. 5 


To aſpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King, 
Earl of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 
And thine, LordC7ifford,and you have both yow'd revenge 
On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and his Friends. 
North. If I hz rot, Heav'ns be reveng'd on me. 
Cliff. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in Steel. 
Weſt . What, ſhall we ſuffer this? Let's pluck bim down. 
My Heart for anger burns, 1 cannot brock it. 
K. Hen, Be patient, gentle Earl of {e/fmer/anche 
Clif. Patience is for Poltr2ons, and ſuch is he: 
He durſt not fit there had your Father liv d. 
My gractcus Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let us affai! the Family of Vert. 
North. Well bai thou ſpoken, Couſin be it ſo. 
K. Hen. Ah, know you not the City favours them, 
Ard they have Troops of Sd iers at their beck? 
eſt. But when the Duke is ſlain, they'll quickly fly. 
K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from Henry s Heart, 
To make a Shamb'es of th: Parliament Houſe. 
Coufin of Exeter, Frowns, Words, ard Threats, 
| Shall be the War that Henry means to ule. + - 
Thou factiousDuke of York,deſcend myT hrone.[ To the Duke 
And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feet, 
am thy Soveraign. 
Tirk. Henry, I am thine. 
- _ For ſhame come down, he made thee Duke of 
ork, 
York, It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was. 
Exe. Thy Facher was a Traitor to the Crown. 
ar. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crown, 
In following this uſurpirg Henry. 
Clif. Whom ſhould he follow, but his natural King? 
War. True Clifford, and that's Richard Duke of Verk. 
K. Hen. And ſhall I ſtand, and thou fit in my Throne? 
York, It muſt and ſhall be fo, content thy ſelf. 
War, Be Duke of Lancaſter, let him be King. 
Veſt. He is both King and Duke of Lancaſter, 
And that the Lord of j/efimcorland ſhall maintain. 
War, And Warwick ſhall diſprove it. You forget 
That we are thoſe which chas'd you from the Field,» 
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And flew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread 
March'd through the City to the Palace Gates, 
Nerth. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my Grief, 
And by his Soul, thou and thy Houſe ſhall rue it. 
wel, Plantaganet, of thee and theſe thy Sons, 
Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, I'll have more Lives 
Than drops of Blood were in my Father's Veins. 
4. Urge it no more, leſt that inſtead of Words 
I ſend thee, Warwzck, ſuch a Meſſenger, 
As ſhall revenge his Death before I ſtir, 
War. Poor Cliffcrd! how I ſcorn his worthleſs Threats, 
Yk. Will you, we ſhew our Title to the Crown ? 
If not, our Swords ſhall plead it in the Field. 
K. Henry. What Title haſt thou, Traitor, to the Crown? 
Thy Father was, as thou art, Duke of Terk, 
Thy Grandfather Reger Mortimer, Ear] of March, 
I am the Son of Henry the Fifth, 
M ho made the Dauphin and the French to ſtoop, 
Ard ſeiz'd upon their Towns and Provinces. 
War. Talk not of France, fith thou haſt loſt it all. 
K. Henry, The Lord Protector loſt it, and not I; 
When wascrown'd I was but nine Months old. 
Rich, You are old enough now, 
And yet mc<thinks you loſe: 
Father, tear the Crown from the Uſurper's Head. 
E dw, Sweet Father do ſo, ſet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, 
As thou loy'ſt and honoureſt Arms, 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cayeling thus, 
1 Ricb. Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King wil! 
"Erb. Sons Peace. 


K. Hen. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to ſpeak. 


Var. Plantagenet ſhall ſpeak firſt: Hear him Lords, 
And be you ſilent and attentive too, 
For hæ that interrupts him, ſhall not live. 
K. Hen. I bink' thou that I will leave my kinglyThrone, 
Wherein my Grandſire and my Father ſat ? 
No; firſt mall War unpeople this my Realm; 
Ay, and their Colours often born in France, 
And now in England, to our Hearts great Sorrow, 
Shall be my Winding-ſheet ; Why faint you, Lords? 1 
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My Title's good, and better far than his. 
War. But prove it, Heng, and thou ſhalt be King. 
Kk. Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueſt got the Crown. 


/ Trk, Twas by Rebellion againſt his King. 


K. Hen, I know not what ro ſay, my Title's weak: 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir ? 

Jork. What then? 
K. Hen. And if he may, then am I lawful King 

For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 

Reſign d the Crown to H ui the Fourth, 

Whole Heir my Father was, andI am his, 

Tork, He role againſt him, being his Soveraign, 

Ard made him to reſign his Crown perforce. 

War. Suppoſe, my Lords, he did it unconſtraĩn'd, 

Think you *twere prejudicial to his Crown ? 

Exe. No; for he could not fo reſign his Crown, 
But that the next Heir ſhould ſucceed and reign. 

K. Henry, Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter? 

Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

Terk, Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not ? 

Exe, My Conſcience tells me, he is lawful King. 

K. Henry. All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay' ſt, 
Think not, that Hen) ſhall be fo depos'd. 

War. Depos'd he ſhall be, in deſpite of all. 

Nerth, "Thou art deceiy'd : 

Tis not thy Southern Power 

Of Eſſex, Norf-lk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud, 

Can ſet the Duke up in deſpight of me. 

Cliff. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord Clifford vous to fight in thy defence; 

May that Ground gape, and ſwallow mealive, 

Where I ſhall kneel to him that flew my Father. 
K.Hen. Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my Heart 
Jork. Henry of Lancaſter, reſign thy Crown: | 

What mutter you, or what conſpire you, Lords? 
Mar. Do right unto this princely Duke of Jork, 

Or I wih fill the Houle with armed Men. 

And o'et the Chair of State, where now he ſits, 

Write up his Title with uſurping Blood. 

[ He ſtamps with his Foot, andthe Soldiers ſbe w themſetes. 
A 4 K. Hen. 
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K. Hen. My Lord of /arwick, hear me but one word; 

Let me for thistime reignas King. 

Ycrk, Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs, 

And thou ſhalt reign in quiet while thou liv ſt. 

K. Hen y. I am content: Richard Plantagenet, 

Erjoy the Kingdom after my deceaſe. 

Clif, What wrong isthis unto the Prince, your Son ? 
Var. M hat good is this to England, and himſelf ? 
Weft, Baſe, tearful, and deſpairing Henry ! 

Gif. Row haſt thou injur d both thy ſelf and us 
Weſt. I cannot ſtay to hear theſe Articles. 
N:+th. Nor l. 
Clif, Come Couſin, let us tell the Queen theſe News. 
Heſt. Farewel, faint-hearted and degenerate King, 

In whoſe cold Blood no ſpark of Honour bides. 
Nerth, Be thou a prey unto the Houſe of York, 

And die in Bands, Gr this unmanly deed. 
Clij. In dreadful War, may'ſt thou be overcome, 

Or live in Peace abandon'd and deſpis d. 

{ Exeunt Nor, Cliff, Weſtm. 

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 
Exe. I hey ſeek revenge, and therefore will not yields 
K. Henry. Ah Exeter 
War. Why ſhould you ſigh, my Lord? 
K. Henry. Not for my felt, Lord Warwick, but my Son, 


Whom I unnaturally ſnall diſinherit. 
Eut be it as it may; | here entail 


The Crewn ty thee. and to thine Heirs for ever: 
onditionally, that here thou take an Oath, 
To ceaſe this Civil War; and whilſt Jlive, 
To honour me as thy King and Soveraign: 
Neither by Treaſon nor Hoſtility, 
To ſeek to put me down, and reign thy ſelf, 
York, This Oath I willingly take, and will perform. 
War. Long live King Henry: Plantagenet, embrace him, 
K. Hen. And long live thou, and theſe thy forward Sons. 
York, Now Ny and Lancaſter are reconcil' d. 
Exe. Accurſt be he that ſceks to make them Foes. 
Senet. Here they come down, 
York, Farewel, my gracious Lord, I'll to my Caſtle. 
Mar. And Il] keep London with my Soldiers, 
Nerf. And I to Nerf with my Followers. 
Moitkt. 
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Mount, And I unto the Sea from whence I came. [Ex · 
K. Henry. And | with Grief and Sorrow to the Court. 
Enter the Queen, and the Prince of Wales 
Exe, Here comes the Queen, 
Whole Looks bewray her Anger: 
Il teal away. 
K. Henry. Exeter ſo will J. [ Going. 
Lueen. Nay, go not from me, I will follow the. 
K. Henry, Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will tay. 
Lueen. Who can be patient in ſuch Extreams ? 
Ah wretched Man ! would I had dy'd a Maid, 
And never ſeen thee, never born thee Son, 
Seeing thou haſt prov'd ſo unnatural a Father. 
Hath he deſery'd to looſe his Birth-right thus? 
Hadſt thou but loy'd him half ſo much as I, 
Or felt that Pain which I did for him once, 
Or nouriſht him, as 1 did with my Bloed ; 
Thou wouldſt have left thy deareſt Heart-blood there, 
Rather than made that Savage Duke thine Heir, 
And diſinherited thine only Son. 
Prince. Father, you cannot diſinherit me: 
If you be King, why ſhould not I ſucceed ? 
K. Heng. Pardon me Margaret, pardon me, ſweet Son; 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc'd me. 
Queen. Enforce thee ? art thou King, and wilt be forc'd 
I ſhame to hear tlice ſpeak; ah timorous Wretch ' 
Thou haſt undone thy ſelf, thy Son, and me. 
And given unto the Houle of Tk ſuch head, 
As thou ſhalt Reign but by their Suff:rance, 
To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 
What is it, but to make thy Sepulcher, 
And creep into it far before thy time? 
Var wick is Chancellor, and the Lord of cu, 
Stern Faulconhridge commands the narrow 5-5, 
The Duke is made Protector of the Realm, 
And yet ſhalt thou he late ? ſuch ſafety fis 
The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 
Had | Leen there, which am a filly Woman, 
The Soldiers ſhould have tols'd me on their Pikes, 
Before 1 wou'd have granted to that Act. 
but thou preterrit thy Lite before thine Honour. 
A 3 And 
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And ſeeing thou doſt, I here divorce my (elf; 

Both from thy Table, Henry, and thy Bed, 

Until that Act of Parliament be repealed, 

Whereby my Son is diſinherited. 

The Northern Lords, that have forſworn thy Colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they ſee them ſpread: 


And ſpread they ſhall be, to thy foul Diſgrrce, 


And utter ruin of the Houſe of Terk, 

Thus do I leave thee ; come Son, let's away, 

Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them. 
K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me ſpeak. 
Lacen, T hou haſt ſpoke too much already; get thee 
ne. 

8 Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt ſtay with me ? 
Lueen, Ay, to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
Prince. When J return with Victory from the Field, 

Fl ſce your Grace; till then I'll follow her. 
Queen. Come, Son, away, we may not linger thus. 

[ Exeunt Queen and Prince, 

K. Henry, Poor Queen, 

Now love to me, and to her Son, 

Hath made her break out into terms of Rage. 

Reveng'd may ſhe be on that hateful Duke, 

Whoſe haughty Spirit, winged with deſire, 

Will coſt my Crown, and like an empty Eagle, 

Tire on the Fleſh of me, and of my Son. 

The loſs of thoſe three Lords torments my Heart; 

Ell write unto them, and intreat them fair; 

Tome, Couſin, you ſhall be the Meſſenger, 


Exe. And I hope ſhall reconcile them all. [ Ex: 


Enter Richard, Edward, and Mountague. 
Rich. Brother, though I be youngeſt, give me leave. 
Edwm, No, I can better play the Orator. 
Mount. But 1 have Realonsſtrong and forcible. 
Enter the Duke. of York. 
Yk. Why, bow now Sons and Brother, at a ſtrife 
What is your Quarrel ? how began it firſt ? 
Edw. NoQuarrel, but alight Contention. 
Pork. About what? 
Rich. A bout that which concerns your Grace and ug, 
The Crown of England, Father, which is yours. 
Jerk. Mine, Boy? not till King Henry be dead. Ne 
4141 
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Rich. Your Right depends not on his Life, or Death. 


Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now: 
By giving the Houſe of Lancaſter leave to breathe, 
It will out-run you, Father, in the end. 

Pr. I took an Oath, that he ſhould quietly Reign. 

Ed. But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 
I would break a thouſand Oaths to Reign one Year. 


Rich. No; God forbid your Grace ſhould be forlworn,. 


Fork. I ſhall be if I claim by open War. 
Rich. Vil prove the contrary, if you'll hear me ſpeak. 
Trk, Thou can'ſt not, Son, it is impoſſible. 
Rich. An Oath is of no moment, being not tock 
Before a true and lawful Magiſtrate, 
That hath Authority over him that Swears, 
Henry had none, but did uſurp the Place, 
Then leeing twas he that made you to depoſe, 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think, 
How ſweet a Thing it is to wear a Crown, 
Within whole Circuit is Elyſium, 
And all that Poets feign of Bliſs and Joy. 
Why do we linger thus? I cannot reſt, 
Until the white Role that I wear bedy'd 
Even in the lukewarm Blood of Henry's Heart. 
Jork. Richard enough: I will be King, or die, 


Brother, thou ſhalt to London preſently, 


And whet on Warwick to this Enterprize. 
Thou, Richard, ihall go to the Duke of Nerfo!t 
And tell him privily of our Intent. | 
You, Edward, ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With when the Kentiſhmen will willingly rite, 
In them I traſt; tor they are Soldiers, 
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of Spirit. 
While you are thus employ'd, what reſteth more, 
But that | feck Occation ho to rite ? | 
And yet the ling nut privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the Eoufe of 4 anaſter. 
Enter Cabricl, 
Put ſtay, What News? why com'it thou in ſuch rol” 
Gab. Ihe Quezn, 
With all the Northern Earls and Lords, 
Intend here to beſiege you in your Calle, 
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She is hard by, with rwenty thouſand Men; 
And therefore fortifie your Hold, my Lord, 
Terk. Ay, with my Sword, 
What think'| thou that we fear them? 
Edward and Richard, you ſhall ſtay with me, 
My Brother Meuntague ſhall poſt to Lenden. 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reſt, 
Whom we have leſt Protectors of the King, 
With powerful Policy ſtrengthen themſelves, 
And truſt not to ſimple Henry, nor his Oaths.' 
Mount. Brother I go: I'll win them fear it not. 
And thus moſt humbly I do take my leave. 
| [Exit Mountague, 
Enter Sir John Mortimer, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 
Vr. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal ina happy Hour, 
1he Army of the Queen means to beſiege us. 
Sir John. She ſhall not need, we'll meet her in the Field, 
Trk, What, with five thouſand Men? 
Rich, Ay, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
A Womar's General; what ſhould we fear? 
UA March afar eff. 
E dw. I hear their Drums: 
Let's ſet our Men in order, 
And iſſue forth, and bid them Battel ſtreight. 
Pri. Five Men to twenty, though the odds be great, 
doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Battet have I won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one. 
Why ſhould I not now have the like Succeſs? 
[ Alarm, Exit. 
Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 
Rat. Ah, whither ſhall I flie to ſcape their Hands? 
Ah, Tutor, lock where bloody 8 comes. 
Enter Clifford. 
Clif. Chaplain, away, thy Prieſthood ſaves thy Life; 
As for the Brat of this accurſed Duke, 
V hoſe Father flew my Father, he ſhall die. 
Tutcr. Ard, I my Lord, will bear him Company. 
Clif, Soldiers, away with him, 
Tutor, Ah Clifo: d, murther not this innocent Child, 
Leſt thou be hated both of God and Man. LES 
| Clif. 
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Clif. How now ? He is dead already? 
Or is it fear that makes him cloſe his Eyes? 
Pl open them. 
Rut. So looks the pent-up Lion o'er the Wretch, 
That trembles under his devouring Paws: 
And ſo he walks, inſulting o'er his Prey, 
And ſo he comes to rend his Limbs aſunder. 
Ah, gentle Cliff-rd, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with ſuch a cruel threatning Look, 
Sweet Clifford. hear me ſpeak before I dies 
I am too mean a ſubject of thy Wrath, 
Be thou reveng'd on Men, and let me live. 
Clif. in vain thou ſpeak'ſt, poor Boy: 
My tather's Blood hath opt the Paſſage 
Where thy WV ords ſhould enter. 
Rat. Thenlet my Father's Blood open it again, 
He is a Man, and Clifford cope with him. 
Clif, Had [thy Brethren here, their Lives and thine 
Were not revenge ſufficient for me : : 
No, if I digg'd up thy Fore-Fathers Graves, 
And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 
It could not {lake mine Ire, nor caſe my Heart. 
The ſight of any of the Houle of York, 
Isas a Fury to torment my Soul : 
And till I root out their accurled Line, 
And leave not one alive, I live in Hell. 
Therefore OY OE IS 
Rat. O let me pray before I take my Death: 
To thee, I pray ſweet Clifford pity me. 
Clif. Such pity as my Rapier's Point affords. 
Ret. I never did thee harm; why wilt thou ſlay me? 
Clif. Thy Father hath. | 
Rut. But 'twas ere I was born. 
Thou haſt one Son, for his ſake pity me, 
Leſt in revenge thereof, ſith God is juſt, 
He be as miſerably ſlain as J. 
Ah, let me live in Priſon all my Days, 
And when I give occaſion of Offence, 
Then let me die, for now thou hait no cauſe, 
Clif. No cauſe? thy Father flew my Father, therefore dic. 
Ret. Dit faciant, laudis ſumma, ſit iſta tux, | Stabs him, 
Clif. Plantagenet, I come, Plantage net. 4 
n 


14 The Third Part of 


And this thy Son's Blood cleaving to my Blade, 


Shall ruſt upon my Weapon, till thy Blood 41 
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. Exit. 3 5 
Alarum. Enter Richard Duke ef Vork. Wh 

Vr. The Army of the Queen hath got the Field: 77 
My Uncles both are ſlain in reſcuing me, 0 2 
And all my Followers, to the eager Foe 3 80 1 


Turn back, and fly, like Ships before the Wind, 


Or Lambs purſu'd by hunger- ſtarved Wolves. * 
My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them: And 
But this I know, they have demean d themſelves | And 
Like Men born to renown, by Life or Death. And 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, Who 
And thrice cry'd, Courage Farher, fight it out, Cl 
And full as oft cam: Edward to my Side, But 
With Purple Falchion, painted to the Hilt 2 
In Blood of thoſe that had encountred him; 1 wo 
And when the hardieſt Warriors did retire, Wra 
Richard cry'd, Charge, and give no foot of Ground, N 
And cry'd, a Crown, or elle a glorious Tomb, To 
A Scepter, or an earthly Sepulcher. 4 
With this we Charg'd again; but out alas, Por 
We bod g' d again; as I have ſeen a Swan Wh 
With bootleſs labour ſwim againſt the Tide, It i 
And ſpend her Strength with over- matching Waves. 8 
[4 ſhort Alarum within, c 


Ah hark, the fatal Followers do purſue, 


And I am faint, and cannot fly their Fury. : 
And were I ſtrong, I would not ſhun their Fury. "iy 
| The Sands are numbred that make up my Life, 5 1 
N Here mult I ſtay, and here my Lite mutt end. 1 


| Enter the Cueen, Clifford, Northumberland, the Prince. Co 
of Wales, and Soldiers. 


Come, bloody Clifferd, rough Nerthumberland, 5 
I dare your quenchleſs Fury to more rage: W. 
I am your Butt, and I abide your ſhot. M. 

Nerth. Yicid to our Mercy proud Plantagenet. 3 

Clif. Ay, to ſuch Mercy as his ruthleis Arm Te 
With downright payment jhew'd unto my Father. T! 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Car, A. 


And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick. 
Pik. My Aſhes, as the Ph enix, may bring forth W 


4 


"xit, 
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A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that hope I throw mine Eyes to Heav'n, 
Scorning whate'er you can afflict me with, 

Why come you not? what! Multitudes and fear? 
Clif. So Cowards fight when they can fly no farther, 
So Doves do peck the Falcons piercing Talons, 8 

So deſperate Thieves, all hopeleſs of their Lives, 
Breath out Invectives *gainſt the Officers. 
Fork, Oh, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o'er-run my former time : 
And if thou can, for bluſhing, view this Face, 
And bite thy Tongue that ſlanders him with Cowardice, 
Whole frown hath made thee faint and Aly ere this. 
Clif. I will not bandy with thee Word for Word, 
But buckler with thee Blows twice two for one. 
Cucen. Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thouſand Cauſes 
I would prolong a while the Traitor's Life : 
Wrath makes him Deaf; ſpeak thou Northumberland, 
North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him ſo much, 
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart, 
What Valour were it, when a Cur doth grin, 
For one to thruſt his Hand between his Teeth, 
When he might ſpurn him with his Foot away ? 
It is Wars prize to take all vantages, 
And ten to one is no impeach of Valour. 
Clif. Ay, ay, fo ſtrives the Woodcock with the Gin. 
North, So doth the Cony ſtruggle in the Net. | 
Trk. Sotriumph Thieyes upon their conquer'd Booty, 
Sotiue Men yield, with Robbers ſo o'er-matcht. 
North. What would yourGrace have done unto himnow? 
Queen, Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand upon this Mol--hill here, 
That raught at Mountains with out-ſtretched Arms, 
Yet parted but the Shadow with his Hand. 
What, was it you that would be England's King? 
Was't you that revell'd in our Parliament, 
And made a Preachment of your high Deſcent? 
Where are your meſs of Sons to back you now, 
The wanton Edward and the luſty George ? 
And where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicty, your Boy, that with his grumbling Y oic2 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies ? 


Or 
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Or with the reſt, where is your Darling Rutland? 
Look Tk, I ſtain'd this Napkin with the Blood 
T hat valiant Clifford, with the Rapier's Point, 
Made iflue from the Boſom of the Boy; 
And it thine Eyes can Water for his Death, 
I give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal. 
Alas, poor Trk, but that I hate thee deadly, 
I ſhould lament thy miſerable State, 
I prithee grieve, to make me merry, Tor k. 
What, hath thy fiery Heart ſo parcht thine Intrails, 
That not a Lear can fall for Rutland's Death? 
Why art thou patient Man ? thou ſhould'ſt be mad: 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus; 
Stamp, rave and fret, that I may ſing and dance, 
Thou would'dit be feed, I ſee, to make me {port : 
Tork cannot ipeak unleſs he wear a Crown. 
A Crown for Prł and, Lords bow low to him : 
Hold you his Hands, whilſt I do ſet it on. 
[ Putting a Paper Crown on his Head, 
Ay marry, Sir, now looks he like a King: 
Ay, this is he that took King Henry's Chair, 
And this is he was his adopted Heir. 
But how is it, that great Plantagenet 
Is crown'd ſo ſoon, and broke his ſolemn Oath. ?- 
As I bethink me, you ſhould not be King, 
Till our King Henry had ſhook his Hands with Death, 
And will you pale your Head in Henry's Glory, 
And rob his Temples of the Diadem, 
Now in this Life againſt the Holy Oath ? 
Ob, tis a Fault too too unpardonable. 
OtF with the Crown, and with the Crown his Head, 
And whilſt we breath take time to do him dead. 
Clif. That is my Office, for my Father's Sake. 
Queen. Nay tay, let's hear the Orizons he makes, 
Terk, She-Wolf of Fraue, 
But worſe than Wolves of France, 
Whoſe Tongue more poiſons than the Adder's Tooth » 
How il!]-belceming is it in thy Sex, 
To triumſ h like an Amazoman Trull, 
Upon their Woes, whom tortune captivates ? 
Eut that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging, 


Made impudent with uſe of evil Deeds. 
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would aſſay, proud Queen, to make thee bluſh 

To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whom deriv' d, 

Were ſhame enough to ſhame thee 

Wert thou not ſhameleſs: 

Thy Father bears the Type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils and Jeruſalem, 

Yet not ſo wealthy as an Engliſh Yeoman, 

Hath that poor Monarch taught thee to inſult ; 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 

Unleſs the Adage muſt be verity'd, 

That Beggars mounted run their Horſe to Death. 

'Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud, 

But God he knows, thy ſhare thereof is ſmall. 

'Tis Virtue that doth make them moſt admir'd, 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

'Tis Government that makes them ſeem Divine, 

The want thereof makes thee abomirable, 

Thou art as oppolite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the South to Septent ian. 

Oh Tyger's Heart, wrapt in a Woman's Hide, 

How could'ſt thou drain the Lite- blood of the Child, 

To bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal, 

And yet be ſeen to wear a Woman's Face ? 

Women are ſoft, mild, pitiful and flexible; 

Thou ſtern, obdurate, fliſſty, rough, remorſeleſs. 

Bidſt thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh, 

Would'ſt have me weep? why now thou hait thy will. 

For raging Wind blows up inceſſant Show' rs, 

And when the rage allays, the Resn begins. 

Theſe Tears are my ſweet Rutland's Obſequies, 

And every drop eries vengeance to his Death, 

'Cainſt thee, fell Clifford, and thee, falſe French Woman, 
North, beſhrew me, but his Paſſions move me lo, 

That hardly can I check mine Eyes trom Tears. 
Lrk, That Face of his, 

The hungry Cannibals would not have touckt, 

Would not have ſtain'd the Roſes juſt with Blood: 

But you ar2 more inhuman, more inexorable, 

Oh ten times more, than Tygers of Mrca nia. 

See, ruthleſs Queen, a hapleſs Father's Tears: 

This Cloth thou dip' dſt in Blood of my ſweet Boy, 


And 
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And I with Tears do waſh the Blood away. 
Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaſt of this, 
And if thou tell'ſt the heavy Story right, 
Upon my Soul, the Hearers will ſhed Tears: 
Yea, even my Foes will ſhed faſt-falling Tears, 
And ſay, alas, it was a piteous Deed, 
There take the Crown, and, with the Crown, my Curſe, 
And in thy need, ſuch comtort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel Hand. 
Hard hearted Clifferd, take me from the World, 
My Soul to Heay'n, my Blood upon your Heads. 
Nerth, Had he been Slaughter-man to all my Kin, 
I ſhould not for my Life but weep with him, 
To ſo how inly Sorrow gripes his Soul. 
Queen, What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberlani? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. 
Clif. Here's for my Oath, here's for my Father's Death, 
Cucen. And here's to right our gentle-hearted King. 
[ Stabbing him, 
Tk. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 
MySoul flies through theſe Wounds, to ſeekout thee. Dres. 
Queen. Off with his Head, and ſet it on Prł Gates, 
So Tork may overlook the Town of Terk, Exc uni. 


FobobotofotorototorotoloLorobobobotoLo Fate: 


4 DN 
A March, Enter Edward, Richard, and their Power. 


Edw,Y Wonder how our Princely Father ſcap'd ; 
Or whether he be ſcap'd away, or no, 
From Clifford s and Northumberland's purſuit ? 
Had he been ta'en we ſhould have heard the News; 
Had he been lain we ſhould have heard the News; 
Or had he (cap'd, methinks we ſhould have heard 
The happy T ydings of his good eſcape. 
How fares my Brother? why is he ſo ſad? 
Rich. I cannot joy, until I be reſolv'd, 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 
I {aw him in the Battle range about. oy 
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And watcht him how he ſingled CIifferd forth, 

Methought he bore him in the thickeſt Troop, 

As doth a Lyon ina Herd of Neat : 

Or as a Bear encompaſs'd round with Dogs, 

Who rr a few, and made them cry, 

The reſt ſtand all aloof, and bark at him, 

So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 

Sofled his Enemies my Warlike Father : 

Methinks 'tis prize enough to be his Son, 

See how the Morning opes her Golden Gates, 

And takes her farewel of the glorious Sun. 

How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 

Trim'd like a Yonker, pranching to his Love? 

Edw. Dazzle mine Eyes? or do ſes three Suns? 
Rich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 

Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, 

But ſever d in a pale clear thining Sky. 

See, fee they join, embrace, and ſeem to kiſs, 

As if they vow'd ſome League inviolable : | 

Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun, 

In this the Heaven figures ſome Event. 

Edw. Tis wondrous ſtrange, 

T he like yet never heard of, 

I think it cites us, Brother to the Field, 

That we the Sons of braye Plantagenet, 

Each one already blazing by our Meeds, | 

Should notwithſtanding join our Lights together, 

And over-ſhine the Earth, as this the World, 

Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 

Upon my Target three fair ſhining Suns. 

Rich. Nay, bear three Daughters: 
By your leave, I ſpeak it, 
You loye the Breeder better than the Male. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
But what art thou, whoſe heavy Looks forete! 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue ? 
Meſ. Ah one that was a woful looker on, 

Whenas the noble Duke of York was lain, 

Your princely Father, and my loving Lord, | 
Edw, Oh, ſpeak no more! for I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he dy'd, for I will hear it all, 
Aeſ, Environed he was with many Foes, 


And 
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And ſtood againſt them, as the hope of Troy 
Againſt the Greeks, that would have entred Trey, 
But Hercules himſelf muſt yield to odds; 

And many Stroaks, though with a little Ax, 
Hews down and fells the hardeſt timber'd Oak, 
By many Hands your Father was ſubdu'd, 

But only Naughter'd by the iretul Arm, 

Of unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen: 
Vhocrowr'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
Laugh'd in his Face; and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthleſs Queen gave him, to dry his Cheek, 
A Napkin, ſteeped in the harmleſs Blood 

Of ſweet young Rutland, by rough Cliffo: d ſlain: 
And after many Scorns, mary foul Taunts, 

They took his Head, and on the Gates of Tork 
They ſet the ſame, and there it doth remain, 

The ſaddeſt ſpectacle that e er | view'd. 

Eaw. Sweet Duke of I, our prop to lean upon, 

Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay, 

Oh Clifford, boilt'rous o_ thou haſt (lain 

The Flower of Europe for his Chiyalr ys 

And treacherouſly haſt thou yanquiſh'd him, 

For Hand to Hand he would have vanquiſh'd thee, 
Now my Soul's Palace is become a Priſon: 

Ah, would ſhe break from henee, that this my Body 
Might in the Ground be cloled up in reſt; 

For never henceforth ſhall I joy again, 

Never, oh never ſhall ] ſee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weep, for all my Body's moiſture 
Scarce ſerves to quench my Furnace-burning Heart: 
Nor can my Tongue unload my Heart's great burthen, 
For ſelfſame Wind that I ſhould ſpeak withal, 

Is kindling Coals that fire up all my Brezſt, 
And burn me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 
To weep, is to make leſs the depth of Grief: 

Tears then for Babes: Blows and Revenge for me. 
Richard, I bear thy Name, I'll venge thy Death, 

Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw, His Name, that valiant Duke hath left with thee : 
His Dukedom, ard his Chair with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagle's Bird, 
Shew thy deſcent, by gazing gainſt the Sun: 6 

or 
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For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdom ſay, 
Either that is thine, or elſe thou wert not his. 
March. Enter Warwick, Marguiſs cf Montague, and 
their Army. 
War. How now, fair Lord? what fare? what News abroad? 
Rich. Great Lord of {arwick, if we ſhould recount 
Our baleful News, and at each Word's deliverance 
Stab Poniards in our Fleſh, till all were told, 
The Words would add more anguiſh than the Wounds 
O, valiant Lord, the Duke of Tork is ſlain. 
Edw. Oh, arwiek! Warwick! that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly as his Soul's Redemption, 
Is by the ſtern Lord Clifford done to Death. 
War, Ten days ago I drown'd theſe Nes in tears, 
And now to add more meaſure to your Woes, 
Icome to tell you things ſith then befaln. 
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield tought, 
Where your brave Father breath'd his lateſt Gaſp, 
Tidings, as {wiftly as the Poſts could run, 
Were drought me of your Loſs, and his depart, 
I then in Lenden Keeper of the King, 
Muſter'd my Soldiers, gather'd flocks of Friends, 
March'd towards St. Albans to intercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along: 
For by my Scouts I was advertiſed 
That ſhe was coming, with a full intent 
To daſh our late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King Henry's Oath, and your Succeſſion : 
Short Tale to make, we at St, Albans met, 
Our Battles join'd, and both fides fiercely fought ; 
But whether 'twasthe coldneſs of the King, 
Who look'd full gently on his Warlike Queen, 
That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleen 
Or whether 'twas report of her Succeſs, 
Or more than common fear of Clifferd's Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captives Blood and Death, 
I cannot judge; but to conclude with Truth, 
Their Weapors like to Lightning, came and wert: 
Our Soldiers like the Night-Owl's lazy flight, 
Or like a lazy 1 hreaſher with a Flail, 
Fell gently down, as if they ſtruck their Friends, 


I cheer'd them up with Juſtice of our Cauſe, 
With 
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With Promiſe of high Pay, and great Reward: 
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight, 

And we, in them, no hope to win the Day, 

So that we fled; the King unto the Queen, 
Lord George your Brother, Norfolk, and my ſelf, 
In haſte, Poſt-haſte, are come to join with you: 
For in the Marches here we heard you were, 
Making another Head to fight again. 

Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warw:ck > 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 
Mar. Some ſix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers? 
And for your Brother he was lately ſent 
From your kind Aunt Dutcheſs of Burgundy, 

With aid of Soldiers to this needful War. 

Rich, *T was odds belike when valiant Warwick fled ; 
Olt have I heard his Praiſes in Purſuit, 

But ne'er, till now, his Scandal of Retire. 

War. Nor now my Scandal, Richard, doſt thou hear: 
For thou ſhalt know this ſtrong right Hand of mine 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henry's Head, 

And wring the awful Scepter from his Fiſt, 
Were he as famous, and as bold in War, 
And he as fam'd for Mildneſs, Peace and Prayer. 

Rich. I know it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not, 
"Tis love bear thy Glories makes me ſpeak. 

But in this troublous time what's to be done? 
Shall we throw away our Coats of Steel, 

And wrap our Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 
Numb'ring our Ave Maries with our Beads? 
Or ſhall we on the Helmets of our Foes, 

Tell our Devotion with reyengeful Arms? 

If for the laſt, ſay Ay, and to it Lords. 

War, Why therefore Warwick came to ſeek you out, 

And therefore comes my Brother Montague: 
Attend me Lords, the proud inſulting Queen, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their Feather many more proud Birds, 
Have wrought the eaſie melting King, like Wax; 
He ſwore conſent to your Succeſſion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to Zendon all the Crew are gone, 


To fruſt rate both his Oath, and what beſide 
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| May make againſt the Houſe of Lancaſter 


Their Power, I think, is thirty thouſand ſtrong: 
Now if the help of Norfolk, and my ſelf, 

With all the Friends that thou brave Earl of March, 
Amongſt the loving Welchmen, canſt procure, 


Will but amount to five and twenty thouſand, 


Why 77a! to London will we march, 
And once again beſtride our foaming Steeds, 
And once againcry, Charge upon our Foes, 
But never once again turn back and fly. 
Rich. Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick ſpeak 
Ne'er may he live to ſee a Sun ſhine Day, 
That cries Retire if Warwick bid him ſtay. 
Edm. Lord Warwick, on thy Shoulder will J lean, 
And when thou fail'ſt (as God forbid the Hour) 
Muſt Edward fall, whicb peril Heay'n forfend. 
War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of Tork : 
The next degree is England's Royal Throne: 
For King of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd 
In every Borough as we paſs along, 
And he that throws not up his Cap for Joy, 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his Head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 
But ſound the Trumpets, and about our Task. 
Rich, Then Clifford, were thy Heart as hard as Steel, 
As thou haſt ſhewn ir flinty by thy Deeds, 
come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. | 
Edw. Then ſtrike up Drums, God and St. George for us. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
War, How now ? What News? 
Meſ. The Duke of Norfolk ſends you word by me, 
The Queen is coming with a puiſſant Hoſt, 
And crayes your Company for ſpeedy Counſel. 
War. Why then it forts, brave Warriors let's away. 
Exeuut mnes. 
Enter King Henry, the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and the Prince of Wales, with Drums and Trumpets, 
2 Welcome, my Lord, to this brave Town of Terk, 
Yonder's the Head of hit Arch-enemy, 
That ſought to be encompaſt with your Crown. 
Doth not the Object cheer your Heart, my Lord? 
| K. Henry. 
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K. Henry. Ay, as the Rocks cheer them that fear thei; | And h 


To ſce this fight it irks my very Soul: [Wrack; | Whol: 
With-hold Revenge, dear God tis not my fault, I'm lea 

| Nor wittingly have | infring'd my Vow. And v 
4 Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much Lenity For al 
| And harmleſs Vity muſt be laid aſide: As bri 
| To whom do Lions caſt their gentle Looks ? Than 
Not to the Beaſt that would uſurp their Den. Ah Cc 

Whoſe Hand is that the Foreſt Bear doth lick? How 

Not bis that ſpoils her young before her Face. Que 

Who ſcapes the lurking Serpent's mortal Sting? And tl 

Net he that ſets his Foot upon her Back. You P 

| The ſmalleſt Worm will turn, being trodden on, Unſhe 
| And Doves will peck in ſafeguard of their Brood. ama 
| Ambitious Trk did level at thy Crown, Kin 
| Thou ſmiling, while he knit his angry Brows, And | 
He but a Duke, would have his Son a King, 18 4 

T 


And raite his Iſſue like a loving Sire; | ! 
Thou being a King, bleſt with a goodly Son, And 1 
Didſt yield conſent to diſinherit him | 

Which argued thee a moſt unloying Father, 


Unreaſonable Creatures feed their young, Me 
And tho Mans Face he fearful to their Eyes, For v 
Yet in Protection of their tender ones, Come 
V ho hath not ſeen them even with thoie Wings, And ; 
Which ſometimes they have us d with fearful flight, rock 
Make War with him that climb'd unto their Neſt, Dare 
Offering their own Lives in their Young's Defence? Ct i 
For Shame, my Liege, make them your Preſident ; 15 
Were it not pity, that this goodly Boy Lu 
Should looſe his Birth-right by his Father's Fault, K. 
And long hereafter ſay unto his Child, Ne: 
What my great Grandfather and Granſire got, oe 
My carelels Father fondly gave away, And | 
Ah, what a Shame was this? Look on the Boy, Unike 
And let his manly Face, which promiſeth Manet 
Succeſsful Fortune, ſteel thy melting Heart, | 
To hoid thine own, and leave thine own with him, 1 7 
King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator, pg. 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force: Or bi 
But, Clifferd, tell me, didſt thou never hear, 8088 


That things ill got, had ever bad Succeſs, N 
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And happy always was it for that Son, 
Whole Father for his hoording went to Hell: 
In leave my Son my virtuous deeds behind, 
And would my Father had left me no more : 
For all the reſt is heid at ſuch a Rate, 
As brings a thouſand-fold more Care to keep, 
Than in poſſeſſion any jot of Pleaſure. 
Ah Couſin Tk, would thy beſt Friends did knory, 
How it doth grieve me that thy Head is here, 
Queen. My Lord, cheer up yourspirits, our Foes are n'gh, 
And this ſoft Courage makes your tollowe.s int : 
You promis'd Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Unſheath your Sword, and dub him prelent!y, 
Edward kneel down. 
King. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a Knight, 
And learn this Leſſon, draw thy Sword in riglis. 
Prince, My gracious Father, by your King'y Leave, 
I'll draw it as Apparent to the Crown, 
And in that Quarrel uſe it to the Death. 
Clif, Why that is ſpoken like a toward Prince, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Royal Commanders, be in readineſs, 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand Men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of Ty. 
And in the Towns, as they do march along, 
Proclaims him King, and many fly to him. 
Darraign your Battel, they are near at Hand. 
Clif, I would your Highneſs would depart the Fe d, 
Ihe Queen hath beſt Succels when you are abſent. 
Lueen, Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our Fortune. 
K. Hen. Why, that's my Fortune too, therefore [1] ita. 
Neth. Ee it with Reſolution then to fight. 
Prince. My Royal Father, cheer theſe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your Defence: 

Uniheath your Sword, good Father; cry St. Ge ve. 
March, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Now perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for Crace, 
And ſet thy Diadem upon thy Head; 


Or bide the Mortal Fortune ef the Field? 


CLueen. Go rate thy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 


Becomes it thee to be thus bold in Terms, 
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Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King? 

Edw. | am his King, and he ſhould bow his Kree; 
J was adopted Heir by his Conſent ; 
Since when, his Oath his broke: for as I hear, 
You that are King, though he do wear the Crown, 
Have caus'd him, by new Act of Parliament, | 
To blot out me, and put his own Son in. 

Clif. Ard reaſon too: 
V\ ho ſhould ſucceed the Father, but the Son ? 

Rich. Are you there, Butcher? O, I cannot ſpeak. 

Clif, Ay, Crook-back, here I ſtand to anſwer thee, 
Or any he, the proudeſt of thy Sort. 

Rich. I was you that kill'd y&ung Rutland, was it not- 

Clif. Ay, and old Pri, and yet not ſatisfy'd. 

Rich. For God's lake, Lords, give Signal to the Fight. 

ar. V hat ſay'ſt thou, Heniy, 
Wilt thou yield the Crown? 

Queen. Why, how now, long-tongu'd TParwick, dare 
VM hen you and I met at St. Albans lait, [ you ſp2ak - 
Your Legs did better Service than your Hands, 

Var. Then'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine, 

Clif. You ſaid fo much before, and yet you fled. 

War. 'T was not your Valour, Clifford drove me thence, 

Nerth, No, nor your Manhood that durſt make you itzy, 

Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently, 

Break off the Parley, for ſcarce I can retrain 
The Execution of my bip-{woln Heart 
Upon that Clifford, that ei uel Child-killer, 
_ Clif, I flew thy Father, call'ſt thou him a Child > 

Rich. Ay, like a Daſtard, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didſt kill our tender Brother Rutland: 
But ere Sun let, Vl] make thee curſe the Deed, 

K. Henry. Have done with Words, my Lords, and hear 
me ſpeak. 

Cueen. Defie them then, orelſe hold eloſe thy Lips, 

K. Henry. I prithze give no Limits to my Tongue, 

I ama King, and priviledg'd to ſpeak, 

Clif, My Liege, the Wound that bred this meeting here 
Cannot be cur'd by Words, therefore be {til}, 

Rich. 1 hen, Execution, re-unſheath thy Sword: 

By hm that made us all, I ain reſolv'd 
That Cliffcrd's Manhood l) es upon his Tongue. p 
E am, 
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Edw. Say, K. Henry, ſhall 1 have my right, or no: 
A thouſand Men have broke their Faſts to Day, 
That ne'er ſhall dine, unlels thou yield the Crown. 
Var, If thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 
For T-rk in juſtice puts his Armour on. 
Prince, If that be right, which a/ wick ſays is rizht, 
There is no Wrong, but every thing is right. 
Mar. Whoever got thee, there thy Mother ſtands, 
For well | wot, thou haſt thy Mother's Tongue. 
8 But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a foul miſhapen Stigmatick, 
Mark' d by the deſtinies to be avoided, 
As venomous Loads, or Lizards dreadful Stings. 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Exgliſhß Gilt, 
M hote Father bears the Title of a King, 
As it a Channel ſhould bz call'd the Sea) 
Sham ſt thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy Tongue detect thy bale-born Heart. 
Edw, A Wilp of Straw were worth a thouland Crowns, 
To make this ſhameleſs Callet know her ſelf. 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Menelaus ; 
And ne'er was Agamemnon's Brother wrong'd 
By that falle Woman, as this King by thee. 
His Father revell'd in the Heart of France, 
And tamd the King, and made the Dauphin ſtoop : 


And had he match'd according to his State, 


He might have kept that Glory to this Day. 
But when he took a Beggar to his Bed, 
And grac'd thy poor Sire with his Bridal Day, 
Even then that Sun-ſhine brew'd a Shower tor him, 
That waſh'd his Father's Fortunes forth of Fance, 
And heap'd Sedition on his Crown at home : 
For what hath broach'd this Tumult but thy Pride? 
Hadſt thou been meek, our Title ſtill had ilept, 
And we in Pity of the gentle King, 
Had ilipt our Claim until another Age. 

Cla. But when we ſaw our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred us no enzre: ſe, 
We let the Ax to thy ulurping Root ; 
And though the Edge hath lomething hit our lelves, 
Yet know thou, {ance we have begun to ſtrike, 
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We'll neverleave till we have hewn thee down, 
Or hath'd thee growing with our heated Bloods. 
Edw. And in this Retolution Þ dehe thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou deny'dſt the gentle King to ſpeak, 
Sound Trumpets. let our bloody Colours wave, 
Ard either Victory, or elſe a Grave. 
Steen. Stay Edward 
Edw, No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ſtay, 
Theſe Words will coſt ten thouland Lives this , 
Exe unt omnes. 
Aaram. Excurſiens. Enter Warwick. 
Ear. Fore-ipent with Toil, as Runners with a Ric: 
I lay me down a little while to breathe : 
For Strokes receiv'd, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb'd my ſtrong-knit Sinews 0f their Strength, 
And ſpight of ipight, needs muſt I reſt a while. 
| Enter Edward running. 
Edw. Smile, gentle Heav'n; or ſtrike, ungentle Death ; 
For this World trowns, and Edward s Sun is clouded, 
Var. How now, my Lord, what hap? What hope ot 
good ? 
Enter Clarence. 
Cla. Our Hap is Lols, Our Hope but ſad deſpair, 
Our Ranks are broke, and Ruin follows us, 
What Counſel give you? whither ſhall we fly? 
 _Edw. Bootlels is flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weak weare, and cannct ſhun purſuit, 
Enter Richard. 
Ry, an Warwick, why haſt thou withdrawn thy 
It? 
Thy Brother's Blood the thirſty Earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the ſteely point of Clifford's Lance: 
And in the very Pangs of Death hecry'd, 
Like to a diſmal Clangor heard from far, 
Warwick, revenge; Brother, revenge my Death, 
do underneath the Belly of his Steeds, 
That ſtain'd their Fetlocks in his ſmoakipg Blood, 
The noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoſt. 
War. 1hbenlet the Earth be drunken with our Blood; 
I'Il kill my Horle becauſe I will not fly: 
Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearted Women here, 
VP Wailirg 
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Wailing our Loſſes. whiles the Foe doth rage. 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 

Were plaid in jeſt by counterteiting Actors. 

Here on my Knee | vow to Gol above, 

l' never paufe again, never ſt and ſtill, 

Till either Death hath clos'd thele Fyesof mine, 
Or Fortune given me meaſure of revenge. 

Edw. O Warwick, Ido bend my Knee with thine, 
And in this Vow do chain my Soul to thine, 
And ere my Knee rite from the Earth's cold Face, i} 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to thee, | 
Thou letter up and plucker down of Kings, 
Beſceching thee (if with thy Will it ſtands 
T hat to my Foes this Body mult be prey) 1 
Yet that thy brazen Gates of Heav'n may ope, 
And give ſweet paſſage to my ſinful Soul, 

Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Mhere- eber it be, in Heav'n, or in Earth, 
Rich, Erother, 
Give me thy Hand, and gentle I/arw/ct, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary Arms: 
I that did never weep, now melt with woe; "| 
That Winter ſhould cut off our Spring-time ſo. 
Var. Away, away: 
Once more, {weet Lords, farewel. 
Cla. Vet let us altogether to our Troops; 
And give them leave to fly that will not ſtay; 
And call them Pillars that will ſtand to us; 
And if we thrive, pronile them ſuzh Rewards 
As Victors wear at the Chymplan Games. 
This may plant Courage intheir quailing Ereads, 
For yet is hope of Life and Victory; 
Fere-ſlow no longer, make we hence amain. [ Excunte 
Excurſions, Enter Richard and Cli Ford. 

Rich. Now, Cliffcrd, I have ſingled thee alone, 

Suppoſe this Arm is for the Duke of Pr, 

And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 

Wert thou environ'd with a brazen Wall, 

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone, 

This is the Hand that ftabb'd thy Father Tre. 

And thisthe Hand that ſlew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the Heart that triumphs in their Deach, 
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And cheers theſe Hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the ike upon thy ſelf, 
And fo have at thee, 
They fight, Warwick enters, Clifford fl zes, 
Rich. Nay Warwick, ſingle out ſome other Chace, 
For I my felt will hunt this Wolf to death. [_Excunt, 
Alarum. Enter King Henry alone. 
K. Henry. T his Battel fares like to the Morning's War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light, 
M hat time the Shepherd blowing of his Nails, 
Can neither call it perfect Day nor Night. 
Now ſways it this way, like the ſelf-ſame Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide to combat with the Wind: 
Now {ways it that way, like the ſelf ſame Sea, 
Forc'd to retire by fury of the Wind, 
Sometime, the Flood prevails, and then the Wind, 
Now, one the better, then another beſt, 
Both tugg ing to be ViRors, Breaſt to Breaſt, 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor conquered ; 
So is the equal poize of this fel] War, 
Here on this Mole-hill will I fit me down, 
To whom God will, there be the Victory: 
For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too 
Have chid me from the Battel, ſwearing both, 
They proſper beſt of all when I am thence, 
Would 1 were dead, if God's good will were ſo: 
For what 1s inthis World, but Grief and Woe ? 
Oh God! methinks it were a happy Life, 
To he no better than a homely Swain, 
To fit upon a Hill, as I do now, 
To carve out Dials queintly, Point by Point, 
hereby to ſee the Minutes how they run; 
How many makes the Hour full compleat, 
How many Hours bring about the Day, 
How many Days will finiſh up the Year, 
How many Years a mortal Man may live. 
WV hen this is known, then to divide the times: 
So many hours mult [ tend my Flock, 
So many hours mult I take my reſt, 
So many hours mult I contemplate, 
So many hours muſt I {port my ſelf, 
So many Days my Ewes have been with youeg, 
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So many weeks ere the poor Fools will Ean, 

So many Months ere I thall ſheer the Fleece: 

So Minutes, Hours, Days, Weeks, Months and Years, 

Paſt over, to theend they were created, 

Would bring white Hairs unto a quict Grave, 

Ah! whata Life were this? how lweet, how lovely? 

Gives not the Haw thorn Buſh a ſweeter ſhade 

To Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider'd Caropy 

To Kings, that fear their Subjects treachery ? 

O yes, it doth, a thouſand: fold it doth, 

And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 

His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottel, 

His wonted ſleep, under a freſh Tree's ſhade, 

All which ſecure, and ſweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a Prince's Delicates, 

His Viands ſparkling in a golden Cup, 

His Body couched in a curious Bed, 

When Care, Miſtruſt and Trealons wait on him. 

Alarum. Enter a Son that had ki!” d his Father at ene Dcor), 
and a Father that had ki d bis Sen at ancther Dore 
Siu. Ill blows the M ind that profits no Body, 

This Man whom hand to hand | flew in Fight, 

May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of Crowns, 

And I that, haply, take them from him now, 

May yet, ere Night, yield both my Life and them 

To ſome Manelle, as this dead Man doth me. 

Who's this? Oh God! itis my Father's Face, 

Whom in this Conflict, I, unawares, haye kill'd : 

Oh heayy times! begetting tuch Events, 

From London, by the King was I preſt forth, 

My Father being the Earl of Varwicł's Man 

Came on the part of Terk, preſt by his Maſter : 

AndT, who at his Hands recziv'd my Lite, 

Have by my Hands of Life bereaved him. 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did; 

And pardon, Father, for I knew not thee, 

My Tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody Marks: 

And nn more Words, till they have flow'd their fil, 
K. Henry. O piteous Speazle ! O bloody Times! 

Whiles Lions War, and Battel tor their Dens, 

Poor harmleſs Lambs abide their Enmity. 
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Weep, wretched Man, I'll aid thee Tear for Tear, 
And let our Hearts and Eyes, like civil War, 
Ee blind with Tears, and break o'er-charg'd with Grief. 
Enter a Father, bearing cf his Sn. 
Fath, Thou that fo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me, 
Cive me thy Cold, if thou haſt any Gold: 
For I have bought it with an hundred Blows, 
But let me lee ; Is this our Foe- man's Face? 
Ah, no, no, ro, it is my only Son, 
Ah Eoy, if any Life be left in thee, 
T hrow up thine Eye; ſee, fee, what ſhowers ariſe, 
Plovn with the windy Tempeſt of my Heart, 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine Eye and Heart. 
O pity, Cod, this milerable Age! 
V\ hat ſtratagems? how fell? how butcherly ? 
Frroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 
J his deadly quarrel daily doth beget 
O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life too ſoon, 
Ard hath bereft thee of thy Lite too late, [ grief; 
K. Henry, Woe above woe; grief, more than common 
O that my Death would ſtay theſe rueful deeds : 
O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. 
J he red Role and the white are on his Face, 
The ſatal Colours of ouc ſtriving Houſlts, 
The one his purple Blood, right well reſembles, 
The other his pale Cheek, methinks, preſenteth : 
Wither one Roſe, and let the other flouriſh ; 
If you contend, a thouſand Lives muſt wither. 
Sen. How will my Mother, for a Father's Death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be latisfy'd ? 
Fath. How will my Wife, for ſlaughter of my Son, 
Shed Seas cf Tears, and ne'er be ſatisty'd ? 
K. Hen. How will the Country, for theſe woful chances, 
Mit- think the King, and not be latis{y'd ? 
Sen. Mas ever Son lo rew'd a Father's Death? 
Fath. Was ever Father ſo bemoan'd his Son? 
K. Hen, Was ever King ſo griev'd for Subjects woe? 
Nu ch is your Sorrow; mine, ten times ſo much. 
Sen. III bear thee hence, where 1 may weep my fill. 
Fath. Theſe Arms of mine ſhall be thy M inding- ſhect, 
My Heart, ſweet Boy, ſhall be thy Sepulcher, 
For trum my Heart thine Image ne'er ſhall go. 
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My ſi hing Breaſt ſhall he thy Funeral Bell: 
And ſo oblequious will thy Father be, 
Sad for the loſs of thee, having no more 
As Priam was for all his valiant Sons, 
I' bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For I have murther'd where I ſhould not kill, [ Exit. 
K. Henry. Sad-hearted Men, much overgone with Cars ; 
Here ſits a King, more wcful than you are, 
Alarums. Excurſicns, Enter the Queen, T'rince of 
Wales, and Exeter. 
Prince. Fly, Father, fly; for all your Friends are fle4 ; 
And Warwick rages like a chated Bull: 
Away, for Death doth hold us in purſuit. 
Queen, Mount you my Lord, towards Berwick poſt 
amain : 
Edward ard Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Haviog the fearful flying Hare in fight, 
With fiery Eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody Steel graſpt in their iretul Hands, 
Are at our backs, and therefore hence amain. 
Exe. Away; for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate, make ſpeed. 
Or elle come after, I'll away before. 
K. Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good ſweet Exeter; 
Not that I fear to ſtay, but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. | Exeunt. 
Al ud Alarum. Enter Clifford wounded. 
Cliff. Here burns my Candle out; ay, here it dies, 
Which whiles it laſted, gave King Hezry light, 
O Lancaſter! I fear thy overthrow, 
More than my Body's parting with my Soul: 
My Love and Fear glew'd many Friends to thee, 
And now I fall, thy tough Commixtures melt, 
Impairing Henry, ſtrengthning mils-proud T.z#; 
And whither fly the Gnats, but to the Sun? 
Ard who ſhines now, but Henry's Enemies 
O Phebus ! hadſt thou never giv nn content, 
That Phaeten ſhould check thy fiery Steeds, 
Thy burning Carr never had tcorch'd the Earth, 
And Henry hadſt thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould do, 
Or as thy Father and his Father did, 
Giving no ground unto the Houle of Yort, 
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1 hey never then had ſprung like Summer Flies, 
I, and ten thouland in this luckleſs Realm, 
Had left no mourning Widows for our Death, 
Ard thou this day hadſt kept thy Chair in Peace. 
For what doth cheriſh Weeds, but gentle Air ? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Boot eis are | lainte, and cureleſs are my Wounds, 
No way to fly, nor ſtrength to hold out flight; 
1 he Foe is mercileſs, and will not pity : 
For at their Hands | have deſerv'd no pity. 
The Air hath gut into my deadly Wounds. 
And much effuſe of Blood doth make me faint: 
Come Port, and Richard, Warwick, and the ret. 
I ſtabb'd your Father's Boſom; ſpiit my Breaſt. 
[ He ſaints, 
Alarum and Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, 
Mountague, Clarence, and Soldiers. 

Ed. Now breathe weLords,goodFortune bids us pawſe, 
And ſmooth the frowns of War with peaceful Looks: 
Some Troops purſue the blood 3 Queen, 

That led calm Henry, though he were a King, 
Asdoth a Sail fill'd with a fretting Guſt, 
Command an Argoſie to ſtem the Waves: 
But think you Lords, that Clifford fled with them ? 
ar. No, tis impoſſible he ſhould eſcape : 
For though before his Face [ ſpeak the Word, 
Your Brother Richard mark'd him for the Grave; 
Ard wherefoe'ere he is, he's ſurely dead. | Clifford groan: 

Rich. Whole Soul is that, which takes her heavy lcav-- 

A deadly groan, like Lite and Death's departing. 
See who it is. | 
Edw. And now the Battel'sended, 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently uſed, 

Rich, Revoke that doom ot Mercy, tor 'tis Cid, 
V ho not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
In hewing Rutland when his Leaves put forth, 

Hut (et his murdering K nife unto the Root, 
From whence that tender Spray did ſweetly ſpring, 
I mean our princely Father, Duke of Prł. 

War. From off the Gates of Terk fetch down the Head, 
Your Father's Head, which Cl:fford placed there: 
Inſtead whereof, let his ſupply the room, 
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Meaſure for Meaſure mutt be anſwered, 
Edw. Bring forth that fatal Sereech · owl to our Houle, 
That nothing ſung but Death to us and ours: 
Now Death ſhall ſtop his diſmal threatning ſound, 
And his ill boading Tongue no more ſhall ipeak. 
Var. I think his Underſtanding is bereft : 
Speak Cliffcrd, doſt thou know who ſpeaks to thee ? 
Dark cloudy Death o'er{hades his Beams of Lite, 
And he nor ſees, nor hears us what we lay, 
Rich. O would he did; and lo, perhaps, he doth, 
'Tis but his Policy to counterfeit, 
Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of Death he gave our Father, 
Cla. It fo thou thirł ſt 
Vex him with eager words. 
Rich. Clifferd, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace, 
Edw. Clifford, repent in bootlels Penitence. 
War Clifferd, deviſe Excules for thy Faults. 
Cla. While we deviſe fell Torturesof thy Faults. 
Rich, Thou didſt love Terk, and I am Son to T,. 
Edw, Thou pitied'ſt Rytland, I will pity thee. 
Cla. Where's Captain Margaret, to fence you now ? 
War. They mock thee Clifford, 
Swear as thou waſt wont. 
Rich. What, not an Oath! Nay, then the World goes hard, 
When Clifferd cannot ſpare his Friends an Oath: 
I know by that he's dead, and by my Soul, 
If this right Hand would buy but two hours Life, 
That I, in all deſpight, might rail at him, 
This hand ſhould chop it off; and with the iſſuing Blood 
Stifle the Villain, whole unftanched thirſt 
Trk, and young Rutland could not ſatis fie. 
War, Ay, but he's dead. Off with the Traitor's Head, 
And rear it in the place your Father's ſtands, 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England's Royal Kiog : 
From whence ſhall Varwie cut the Seca to Hane, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen. 
So ſhalt thou finew both theſe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend, thou ſhalt not dread 
The ſcatter'd Foe, that hopes to rile again: 
For though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 
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Yet lock to have them buz to offend thine Ears. 
Firit will I ſee the Cororation, 
And then to Britany I'll croſs the Sea, 
To effect this Marriage, fo it pleaſe my Lord. 
Edw. Even as thou wilt, ſweet J/arwick, let it be; 
For on thy Shoulder do I build my Seat. 
And rever will l undertake the thing 
W hereinthy Ccunſel and Conlent is wanting. 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloſter, 
And George of Clarence; Warwitk as our ſelf 
Shall do, ard undo, as him pleaſeth beſt, 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, Geerge of Gl#/{er, 
For Glofter's Pukedom is too ominous, 
Var. Tut, that's a fouliſh Obſervation: | 
Richard, be Duke of Glo ſter: Now to London, 
Jo ſee theſe honours in Poſſeſſion. [ Exetn!. 


an nannannag gans 
ACT: MM ent 


Enter Sinklo, and Humphry, with Croſs Bows in their 
Hands. 


Sink, Nder this thick grown brake we'll ſhrowd our 
ſelves; 
For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, 
And in this covert will we make our ſtand, 
Culling the principal of all the Deer. 
Hum, I'll ſtay above the Hill, ſo both may ſhoot. 
$7nk, That cannot be, the noiſe of thy Crols-bow 
Will ſcare the Herd, and ſo my ſhoot is loſt : 
Here ſtand we both, and aim we at the beſt, 
And; for the Time ſhall not ſeem tedious, 
I'll tell thee what befel me on a Day, 
In this ſelf- place, where now we mean to ſtand, 
Sint. Here comes a Man, let's ſtay till he bo paſt, 
Enter King Henry with a Prayer-Book, 
K. Hen. From Scetland am | ſtol'n even of pure Love, 
To greet mine own Land with my wiſhful Sight: 
No Harry, Harry, tis no Land of thine, 
I by place is fill d, thy Scepter wrung from thee, mY 
* 
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Thy Balm waſh'd off wherewith thou waſt anointed, 
No bended Knee will call thee Cæſar now, 
No humble Suitors preſs to {peak for right: 
No, not a Man comes for redreſs to thee 
For how can I help them, and not my ſelf? 
Sink, Ay, here's a Deer, whole Skin's a Keeper's Fee; 
This is the quondam King, let's leize upon him. 
K. Henry. Let me embrace the ſour Adverlaries, 
For wile Men fay, it is the wileſt Courſe, 
Hum. Why linzer we? let us lay Hands upon him, 
Sink, Forbear a while, we'll hear alittle more. 
K, * My Queen and Son are gone to Fance for 
aid: | 
And, as I hear, the great commanding IVarwich 
Is thither gone, to crave the French King's Siſter 
To Wife for Edward. If this News be true, 
Poor Queen and Son, your labour is but lott ; 
For Warwick is aſubtle Orator 
And Lewis a Prince ſoon won with moving Words: 
By this account then Margaret may win him, 
For ſhe's a Woman to be pitied much: 
Ker Sighs will make a Batt'ry in his Breaſt, 
Her Tears will pierce into a Marble Heart: 
The Tyger will be mild while ſhe doth mourn; 
And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, 
To hear and ſee her Plaints, her briniſh Tears. 
Ay, but ſhe's come to beg, Varwick to give: 
She on his left Side craving Aid for Henry ; 
He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 
She weeps, and ſays, her Henry is depos d; 
He (miles, and ſays, his Edward is inſtall'd ; 
That the, poor Wretch, for grief can ſpeak no more: 
Vi hiles Warwick tells his Title, ſmooths the Wrong, 
Interreth Arguments of mighty Strength, 
And in concluſion wins the King from her, 
With promile of his Siſter, and what elle, 
Jo ſtrengthen and ſupport King Edward's Placę. 
O Margaret, thus twill be, (and thou poor Soul) 
Art then toriaken, as thou went'ſt forlorn, 
Hum. Say what art thau that talk'ſt of Kings ard 
Queens ? 


K. Hen. More than I ſeem, ard leſs tban I was born to; 


A 
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A Man at leaſt, for leſs I ſhou'd not be; 

And Men may talk of Kings, and why not I ? 
Hum. Ay, but thou talk'ſt as if thou wert a King, 
K. Henry. Mh fo I am, in Mind and that's enough.. 
Hum. But it thou bea King, where is thy Crown ? 
K. Henry. M y Crown is in my Heart, not on my Head: 


Not deck'd with Diamonds, and Indian Stones ; 
Not to be ſeen: My Crown is call'd Content, 
A Crown it is that ſeldom Kings enjoy. 

Hum. Well, if you be a King crown'd with Contert, 
Your Crown Content, and you, muſt be contented 
To go along with us. For, as we think, 

You are the King, King Edward hath depos'd: 
And we his Subjects, {worn in all Allegiance, 
Will apprehend you as his Enemy. 

K. Henry, But did you never {wear and break an Oath - 

Hum. No, neverſuch an Oath, nor will not now, 

K. Henry. Where did you dwell when I was King of 
England ? 

Hum. Here in this Country, where we now remain, 

K. Henry. I was anointed King at nine Months old, 
My Father and my Grandfather were Kings; 

And you were {worn true Subjects unto me. 
And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths? 

Sink, No, For we were Subjects but while you were 2 

King. 

K. Hows, Why, am I dead? do not I breathe a Man 

Ah ſimple Men, you know not what ye ſwear: 
Look, as I blow this Feather from my Face, 
And as the Air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my Wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater guſt; 
Such is the Lightneſs of you common Men. 
Bur do not break your Oath, for of that Sin 
My mild intreaty ſhall not make you guilty, 
Go where, you will the King ſhall be commanded, 
And be you Kings, command, and 11! obey. 
ink, We are true Subjects to the King, 


$ 
King Edward. 


Heng. So would you be again to Henn, 
If he were ſeated as King Edward is, 


Sint, 


1 
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Sink, We charge you in God's Name and in the King's 
To go with us unto the Officers. 
K. Henry. In God's Name lead, your King's Name be 
obey'd, 
And what God will, that let your King perform, 
And, what he will, I humbly yield unto. [E xeunt. 
Enter King Ed ward, Glouceſter, Clarence, and Lady Gray, 
K. E dw. Brother of Gloſter, at St. Alban's Field 
This Lady's Husband, Sir Ric hard Gray, was lain, 
His Land then ſeiz d on by the Conqueror : 
Her Suit is now to repoſſeſs thoſe Lands, 
Which we in Juſtice cannot well deny, 
Becau'e in Quarrel of the Houle of Trk, 
The worthy Gentleman did loole his Life. 
Glo. Your Highneſs will do well to grant her Suit: 
It were diſhonour to deny it her. 
K. Edw. It were nole(s, but yet I'll make a pauſe. 
Glo. Leal is it lo? | 
[ ſee the Lady hath a thing to grant, 
Before the King will grant her humble Suit. 
Clar. He knows the Game, how true he keeps the 
Wind ? 
Glo, Silence. 
K. Edw. Widow, we will conſider of your Suit, 
And come, ſome other time, to know our Mind. 
Gray. Right gracious Lord, I cannot bruok delay, 
May it pleale your Highnels to reſolve me now, 
And what your Pleaſure is, ſhall ſatisfie me. 
Glo. Ay, Widow] then I'll warrant you all your Lands, 
And it what pleaſes him, ſhall pleaſe you: 
Fight cloſer, or good faith you'll catch a Blow, 
Clar, | fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. 
Glo. God forbid that, for he'll take vantages. 
K. Edw. How many Children haſt thou, Widow? tell 
me. 
Car. I think he means to beg a Child of her. 
Glo. Nay then whip me; be ll rather give her two. 
Gray. Three, my moſt gracious Lord. 
Glo. You ſhall have four, if you'll be rul'd by him, 
K. Edw. ' I were pity they ſhould looſe their Father's 
Lands. 
Gray. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it then. 
K. E dw, 
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K. Edw. Lords, give us leave, I'll try this Widow's wi: 
Glo. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have leay e; 
Till Youth take leave, and leave you to the Crutch. 
K. Edw. Nowtell me, Madam, do you love your Children. 
Gray. Ay, full as dearly as love my elf, 
K. Edw. And would you not do much to do them good > 
Gray. To do them good, I would ſuſtain ſume harm, 
K, ict Then get your Husband's Lands, to do them 
good, 
Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majeſty. 
K. Edw. I' tell you how theſe Lands are to be got. 
Gray. So ſhall you hind me to your Highnels Service. 
K. Edw. What Service wilt thou do me if I give them? 
Gray, What you command that reſts in me to do. 
K. Edw, But you will take Exceptions at my boon, 
Gray. No, gracious Lord, except [ carinot do it. 
K. Edm. Ay, but thou canſt do what I mean to ask. 
Gray, Vi hy then I will do what your Grace commands. 
Glo. He plies her hard, and much Rain wears the Marble, 
Clar, As red as fire! nay, then her wax muſt melt. 
Gray. Why ſtops my Lord? ſhall I not hear my Task? 
K. Edw. An eaſy Task, tis but to love a King. 
Gray. That's ſoon perform'd, becauſe 1 am a Subject. 
K. Edw. Why then, thy Husband'sLands I freelygivethee. 
Gray, I take my leave with many thouſand T hanks. 
Glo. The match is made, ſhe ſeals it with a Curtſie. 
K. Edw, But ſtay thee, tis the fruits of Love I mean, 
Grey. The fruits of Love I mean, my loving Liege, 
K. Edw. Ay, but I fear me in another Senſe. 
What Love, think'ſt thou, I ſue ſo much to get? 
Gray. My Love'tillDeath,my humble Thanks, my Prayers. 
That Love which Virtue begs, and Virtue grants. 
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean ſuch Love. 
Gray. Why then you mean not as I thought you did. 
K. Edw. E ut now you partly may perceive my Mind, 
Gray, My Mind will never grant what I perceive 
Your Highneſs aims at, if I am aright. 
KEK. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aimto lye with thee: 
Gray. To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Priſon. 
K. Edw. Why then thou ſhalt not have thy Husband's 
Lands. | 
Gray, Why then mine honeſty ſhall be my Dcwer. 
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For by that Loſs Iwill not purchaſe them. 
Kk. Edw. Therein thou wrong'ſt thy Children mightily. 
Gray. Herein your Highneſs wrongs both them and 
me: 
But, mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the ſad neſs of my Suit; 
Pleaſe you diſmiſs me, either with Ay, or No. 
K. Edw, Ay? it thou wilt ſay Ay to my requeſt 
No; if thou doſt ſay No to my demand, 
Gray. Then No, my Lord; my Suit is at an end. 
Glo, The Widow likes him not, ſhe knits her Brows. 
Clar. He is the blunteit Wooer in Chriſtendom. 
K. Edw. Her Looks do argue her repleat with Modeſty, 
Her words do ſhew her Wit incomparable, 
All her Perfections challenge Sovereignty, 
One way or other ſhe is for a King, 
And ſhe ſhall be my Love, or elle my Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen ? 
Gray. Tis better ſaid then done, my gracious Lord? 
I am a Subje& fit to jeſt withal, 
But far unfit to be a Sovereign. 
K. Edw. Sweet Widow, by my State I ſwear to thee, 
I ipeak no more that what my Soul intends, 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Gray. Ard that is more than I will yicld unto. 
I know I am too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine, 
K. Edw. You cavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen. 
Gray. Twill grizye your Grace, my Sons ſhall call you 
Father, | 
K, Edw. No more than when my Daughters call thee 
Mother. 
I hou art a Widow, and thou haſt ſome Children, 
And by God's Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 
Have other ſome. Why, tis a happy thing, 
To be the Father unto many Sons: 
Anſwer no more, for thou thalt be my Queen. 
Gl», The Ghoſtly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Clar. When he was made a Shriver, it was for a ſhift. 
K. Edm. Brothers, you muſe what Chat we two havs had. 
Gl», The Widow likes it not, for ſhe looks lad. 
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K. Edm. You'id think it range, if I ſhould marry her. 


Clar, 
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Clar. To whom, my Lord ? 
K. Edward, Why Clarence, to my ſelf. 
Glo, That would be ten days wonder at the leaſt, 
Clar, That's a day longer than a Wonder laſts, 
Glo. By ſo much is the Wonder in extteams. 
K. Edw. Well, jeſt on, Brothers, I can tell you both, 
Her Suit is granted for her Husband's Lands. 
Enter à Nobleman. 
Ncb. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Priſoner to your Palace Gate. 
R. Edmw, See that he be convey'd unto the Tower : 
And go we Brothers, to the Man that took him, 
_To queſtion of his Apprehenſion. 
Widow, go you along: Lords, uſe her honourably. 
[_Exeunt, 
Manet Glouceſter. 
Glo. Ay, Edward will uſe Women honourably, 
Would he were waſted, Marrow, Bones, and all, 
That from his Loirs no hopeful Branch may ſpring, 
To croſs me from the golden time I look for: 
And yet, between my Soul's deſire and me, 
The luſtful Edward's Title buried, 
Is, Clarence, Henry, and his Son young Edward, 
And all the unlook d for Iſſue of their Bodies, 
To take their Rooms ere I can place my elf: 
A cold premeditation for my purpole, 
Why then I do but dreamon Sovereignty, 
Like one that ſtands upon a Promontory, 
And ſpys a far-off ſhore, where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his Foot were equal with his Eye, 
And chides the Sea that ſunders him from thence, 
Sazing, he'll lade it dry to have his way: 
So do | wiſh the Crown, being ſo far off, 
And ſo I chide the means that keep me from it, 
And ſo (I ſay) VI] cut che Caules off, 
Flattering me with Impoſſibilities: 
My Eye's too quick, my Heart o' er-weens too much, 
Unleſs my Hand and Strength could equal them. 
Well, ſay there is no Kingdom then for Richard: 
What other pleaſure can the World afford? 
I'l make my Heaven in a Lady's lap, 
And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 
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And 'witch ſweet Ladies with my Words and Looks, | 
Oh miſerable thought! and more unlikely, 

Than to accompliſh twenty Golden Crowns. 

Why, Love forſwore me in my Mother's Womb: 

And, for | ſhould not deal in her (oft Laws, 

She did corrupt frail Nature with ſome Bribe, | 
To ſhrink mine Arm like to a wither'd ſhrub, 
To make an envious Mountain on my Back, 
Where fits Deformity to mock my Body; | 
To ſhape my Legs of an unequal ſize, h 
To diſproportion me in every part: i 
Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd Bear whelp || 
That carries no impreſſion like the Dam, 1 
And am I thena Man to be beloy'd ? 15 
Oh monſtrous Fault, to harbour ſuch a Thought. 
Then ſince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o er- bear ſuch 

As are of better Perſon than my ſelf; 

Ii make my Heaven to dream upon the Crown, 
And whiles I live t account this World but Hell, 
Until my miſ-ſhap'd Trunk that bears this Head, 

Be round impaled with a glorious Crown, 

And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 

For many Lives ſtand between me and home : 

And I, like one loſt in a thorny Wood, 

That rents the Thorns and is rent with the Thorns, 
Secking a way, and ſtraying from the way, 

Not knewing how to find the open Air, 

But toiling deſperately to ſind it out, 

Torment my ſelf to catch the Engl:hh Crown; 

And from that torment 1 will tree my lelf, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Ax. 

Why can ſmile, and murther whiles 1 ſmile, 

Ard cry, Content, to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Checks with artihcial Tears, 

And frame my Face to all Occaſions, | 

I'll drozwn more Sailors than the Mermaid ſhall, 
II lay more Gazers than the Baſilisk, 

I'll play the Orator as well as Nefter, 

Deceive more (lily than Ulyſſes could, 

And like a Sinon, take another Troy, 

I can add Colours to the Camelion, 


Change ol 
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Change ſhapes with Proteus for Advantages, 

And let the murtherous Matchevzil to School. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a Crown? | 
Tut, were it further of, I'll pluck it down. [ Exit, 


SCENE I 


Fleuriſh. Enter King Lewis, Bona, Bourbon, Prince f 


Wales, Queen Margaret, andthe Earl cf Oxtord, Leyiz 
ſiis, and riſeth up again, 
K. Ten. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 
Sit down with us; it ill befits thy State, 
And Birth, that thou ſhould'ſt ſtand, whi'e Lewis ſits, 
Queen. No, mighty King of France; row Margaret 
Muſt ſtrike her Sail, and learn a while to ſerve, 
Where Kings command. I was, I muſt coneſs, 
Great Albion's Queen, in former golden Days: 
But now miſchance bath trod my Title down, 
And with diſhoncur laid me on the Ground, 
Where I muſt take like ſeat unto my Fortune, 
And to my humble ſeat conform my ſelf. 
5 K. Lew, Why ſay, fair Queen, whence ſprings this deep 
eſpair? | 
Queen. From ſuch a cauſe as fills mine Eyes with 
Tears, 
And tops my Tongue, while my Heart's drown'd in Cares, 
K. Lew. Whate'er it be, be thou till like thy ſelt, 
Ard fit thee by our fide. [ Seats her by him, 
Yield not thy Neck to Fortune's yoak, 
But let thy dauntleſs Mind till ride in triumph 
Over all miſchance. 
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy Grief, 
It ſhall be eas'd, if France can yield Relief. 
Queen. Thole gracious Words reyive my drooping 
Thoughts, 
And give my Torgue-ty'd Sorrows leave to ſpeak, 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lemzs, 
That Henry, ſole poſſeſſor of my Love, 
Is, of a King, become a bariſh'd Man, 
And forc' d to live in Scetland a Forlorn; 
While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of Trek, 
Vlurps the Regal Title, and the Seat 
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Of England's true anointed lawful King. 
This is the Caule that l, poor Margaret, 
With this my Son Prince Edward, Henry's Heir, 
Am come to crave thy Juſt and lawful Aid: 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done, 
Scctland hath Will to help, but cannot help: 
Our People, and our Peers, are both mil-led, 
Our Treaſure ſeiz d, our Soldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou ſeeſt, our ſelves in heavy plight. 
K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience calm the 
Storm, 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 
£ueen, The more we ſtay, the ſtronger grows our Foe, 
K. Lew. The more ſtay, the more II] ſuccour thee, 
Queen. Oh, but impatience waiteth ontrue Sorrow. 
And ſecs where comes the Breeder of my Sorrow. 
Enter Warwick, 
K. Lew. What's he approacheth boldly to our Preſ:nce ? 
Cueen. * Earl of Varwick, Edward's greateſt 
Friend. 
K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick, what brings thee 
to France. [ He deſcends. She ariſeth. 
Queen, Ay, now begins a ſecond Storm to riſe, 
For this is he that moves both Wind and Tide. 
Var. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Sovereign, and thy vowed Friend, 
I come (in Kindreis and unfeigned Love) 
Firſt to do greetings to thy Royal Perſon, 
And then to crave a League of Amity; 
And laſtly, to confirm that Amity 
With Nuptial Knot, it thou vouchſafe to grant 
That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair Siſter, 
To England's King in lawful Marriage, 
Queen, If that go forward, Henry s hope is done. 
War. And gracious Madam, [ Speaking to Bona. 
In our King's behalf, | 
I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiſs your Hand, and with my Tongue 
To tell the paſſion of my Sovereign's Heart; , 
Where Fame, late entring at his heedful Ears, | 
Hath plac'd thy Beauty's Image, and thy Virtue. 
Queen, Ring Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear me pens 
store 
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Before you anſwer Warwick, His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honeſt Love, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceſlity : 

For how can T yrants ſafely govern home, 

Unleſs abroad they purchaſe great Alliance? 

To prove him Tyrant, this reaſon may ſuffi ce, 
That Henry liveth ſtill; but were he dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward ſtands, King Henry's Son. 


[ This At 


Var. 


K. L 


' Vouch! 


: While I 


Quee 


Look therefore Lewis, that by this League and Marriage | _— 
T hou draw not on thy Danger and Diſhonour : | Is E ws 
For tho' Uſurpers ſway the Rule a while, To link 
Yet Heavens are juſt, and Time ſuppreſſeth Wropgs. ar. 
War. Injurious Margaret. 1 1 
Prince, And why not Queen. War, 
War. Becauſe thy Father Henry did uſurp, . 1 
And thou no more art Prince than ſhe is Queen. Tell me 
Oxf. Then Varwick diſanuls great John of Gaunt, Unto ol 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spain; Par. 
And after bn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, As may 
Whole Wiſdom was a Mirror to the wileſt ; My ſelf 
And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fitth, That th 
Who by his Prowels conquered all Trance: Whereo 
From theſe our Henm lineally deſcends. The Le. 
War. Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth Diſcourſe, Exempt 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loſt Unleſs t 
All that, which Henry the Fifth had gotten; Kk. 1 
Methinks theſe Peers of France ſhould {mile at that. Bona. 
But for the reſt ; ycu tell a Pedigree Vet Ic. 
Of three ſcore and two Years, a filly time 
To make preſcription for a Kingdom's worth. When I 
Oxſ. Why Warwick, canſt thou ſpeak againſt thy Liege] Mine E. 
Whom thou obey'dſt thirty and fix Years, K. . 
And not be wray thy Treaſon with a bluſh ? Our Sit 
War. Can Oxf rd, that did ever fence the right, And no! 
Now buckler falſhood with a Pedigree? > Touchiz 
For ſhame leave Henry, and call Edward King, Which! 
Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doom | Praw ne 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere That B. 
Was done to Death? and more than lo, my Father, Princ 
Even in the downtfal of his mellow'd Years, Dee 
When Nature brought him to the door of Death? By this 
NoWarwick, no; while Lite upholds this Arm, r Before t 
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7 This Arm upholds the Houſe of Zancaſter, 

Var. And the Houle of Terk. 

K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 

' Vouchſate at our requeſt, to ſtand aſide, 

While I uſe farther Conference with Warwicl. 

| [ They ſtand aloof. 
Queen. Heaven's grant that Warwick's Words bewitch 

bim not. 


Lage K. Lew. Now IFarwick,tell me even upon thy Conſcience. 


Ils Edward your true King? for I were loth 
To link with him that were not lawful choſen, 
Var. Thereon I pawn my Credit, and mine Honour, 
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the Peoples Eyes? 
Mar. The more, that Hen y was unfortunate. 
K. Lew, Then fwither; all difſembling ſet aſide, 
Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his loye 
Vnto our Siſter Bona. | 
Var. Such it ſeems, 
As may beſeem a Monarch like himſelf: 
My ſelf have often heard him fay and ſwear, 
That this his Love was an external Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fix'd in Virtue's ground, 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauty's Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from Dildain, 
Unleſs the Lady Bona quit his pain, 
K. Lew. Now Siſter, let us hear your firm reſolye, 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, ſhall be mine. 
Let I confeſs, that often ere this Day, 

[ Speaks to Warwick, 
When I have heard your King's deſert recounted, 
ge Mine Ear hath tempted Judgment to defire. 

K. Lew. ThenWarmzk, this: 

Our Siſter ſhall be Edwards. 
And now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawn, 

Touching the Jointure that your King muſt make, 

Which with her Dowry ſhall be conterpois'd. 

Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witnels, 

That Bena ſha!l be Wife to th* Engliſh King, 
Prince, To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King, 
Queen. Neceittul Warwick, it was thy device, 
By this Alliance to make void my Suit 
I Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's Friend. 
_ K. Lew, 
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K. Lew. And ſtill is Friend to him and Margaret; 

But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 

As may appear by Edward's good Succels; 

T hen tis but reaſon that I be releas'd 

From giving Aid, which late I promiſed, 

Vet ſhall you have all kindneſs at my Hand, 

That your Eſtate requires, and mine can yield. 
War, Hum now lives in Scotland at his caſe, 

Where having nothing, nothing he can loſe. 

And as for you your ſelf, our quondam Queen, 

You have a Father able to maintain you, 

And better it were you troubled him, than France. 
Queen, Peace impudent ard thameleſsWarwzck, peace, 

Proud ſetter up and puller down of Kings, 

J will not hence, till with my Talk and Tears 

(Both full of Truth) I make King Lewis behold 

Thy (ly Conveyance, and thy Lord's falſe Love. 


Poſt blewing a Hern within 


For both of you are Birds of ſelf-ſame Feather, 
K. Lew. Warwick, this is ſome Poſt to us, or thee. 


Enter a Poſt. 


Peſt. My Lord Ambaſſador, 
Theſe Letters are for you; [To Warwick, 
Sent from your Brother, Marquiſs Mentague. 
Theſe from our King unto your Majeſty. [ To K. Lew, 
[ To the Queen. 


And Madam, theſe tor you, : 
From whom I know not. [ They a read their Letts, 


Oxf. 1 like it well, that our fair Queen and Miſtreſs 
Smiles at her News, while Warwick trowns at his. 
ae Nay, mark how Lewis ſtamps as he were nc! 
tied, 
I hope all's for the beſt, 
K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy News? 
And yours, fair Queen ? 
ween, Mine ſuch as fills my Heart with unhop'd }c;5 
Var. Mine full of Sorrow, and Heart's Dilcontent. 
K. Lew. Mhat! has your King married the Lady Gra) 
And now, to ſooth your Forgery and his, 
Sends me a aper to periwade me Patience? 
Is this Alliance that he ſeeks with France? 
Dare he preſume to ſcorn us in this manner ? 
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DPueen. I told your Majeſty as much before; 
This proveth Edward's Love, and Warwick's Honeſty. 
ar. King Lewis, | here proteit in fight of Heav'n, 
| And by the hope I have of Heav'nly Bli's, 
That I am clear from this Miſdeed of Edward's; 
No more my King: for he diſhonours me, 
But moſt himſelf, if he could fee his Shame. 
Did I forget, that by the Houſe of Tr 
My Father came untimely to his Death? 
Did I let paſs th' abuſe done to my Niece > 
Did I impa'e him with the Regal Crown? 
Did I put Henry from his Native Right ? 
de, And am l guerdon'd at the laſt with Shame? 
Shame on himſelf, for my Deſert is Honour, 
And to repair my Honour loſt for him, 
here renounce him, and return to Henry. 
My noble Queen, let former grudges pals, 
Hin. And henceforth 1 em thy true Servitor: 
will revenge his Wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former ſtate. 
 Yuyecen. Warwick, 
Theſe Words have turn'd my Hate to Love, 
And I forgive, and quite forget old Faults, 
ick. And Joy that thou hecom'ſt King Heary's Friend. 
* War. So much his Friend, ay, his unfeigned Friend, 
e. That if King Lewis vouzhlate to furnith us | 
een With 1ome few Bands of choſen Soldiers, 
4%, l' undertake to land them on our Coat, 
; And force the Tyrant from h's Seat by War. 
?Tis not his new-made Bride ſhill luccouc him: 
nete And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 
He's very likely now to fall from him, 
For matching more tor wanton Luſt than Honour, 
Or chan for itrength and ſafety of our Country. 
| Bona. Dear Brother, how ſhall Bona be reveng'd, 
But by thy help to this diſtreſled Queen? 
I £ucen, Renowned Prince, how thall poor Henry live, 
744 -Unlels thou reicue him from foul deipair ? 
Bina, My quarrel, and this Eagliſh Queen's are one. 
Var. And mine, tair Lady But, Jvins with yours, 
K. Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Alargaret s. 
Therefore at laſt, I firmly am reſolv'd 
| C 
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You ſhall have Aid, | 
Laeen, Let me give humble Thanks for all at once, 
K. Lew, Then Englands Meſſenger. return in Poſt, 
And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 
That Lewis of France, is ſending over Maskers 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 
Thou ſeeſt what's paſt, go fear thy King witha!. 
_—__ him in hope he'll prove a Widower 
ortly. 
I wear the Willow Garland for his ſake, 
Queen. Tell him my mourning weeds are laid aſide, 
And I am ready to put Armor on. 
War, Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore I'll Uncrown him &er't be long. 
There's thy Reward, be gone, [ Exii Pat. 
K. Lew. But Warwick, 
Thou and Oxford, with five thouſand Men 
Shall croſs the Seas, and bid falſe Edward Battel : 
And as occalion ſerves, this Noble Queen ; 
And Prince ſhall follow with a {freſh ſupply. 
Yet &er thou go, but ar ſwer me one doubt: 
What Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty? 
War. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant Loyalty, 
That if our Queen and this young Prince agree, 
I'll join my eldeſt Daughter, and my Joy, 
To him forthwith, in holy wedlock Bands. 
Queen. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your Motion, 
Son Edward, ſhe is Fair and Virtuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy Hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irreyocable, 
That only Warwmick's Daughter ſhall be thine. 
Prince. Yes, I accept her, for ſhe well deſerves it, 
And here to pledge my Vow, I give my Hand. 
He gives his Hand to Warwick, 
K. Tew. Why ſtay we now ? theſeSoldiers ſhall be levy'd, 
And thou Lord Bewrben, our high Admiral, 
Shall watt them over with our Royal Fleet. 
I long till Edward fall by War's Miſchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of; France. 
Exeunt. Manet Warwick, 
Var. I came from Edward as Ambaſſador, 
But I return his {worn and mortal Foe : 
a Matters 
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| Matters of Marriage was the Charge he gave me, 
But dreadful War ſhall anſwer his demand, . 
Had he none elſe to make a ſtale but me? 
Then none but I, ſhall turn his Jeſt to Sorrow, 
] was the chief that rais'd him to the Crown, 

And I'll be chief to being him don again: 

Not that I pity Henry's Miſery; 

. But ſeek Revenge on Edward's Mocker y. 


RYobobototolofoFoforofototere Foto robo Fe Ve Fe ; 
1er. SCENES: I | 


Enter Glouceſter, Clarence, Somerſet and Montague. 


OW tel] me, Brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray? 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy Choice ? 
Clar, Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to France, 
How could he ſtay till Warwick made return? 
Sam. My Lords, forbear this talk: Here comes the King. 
Flouriſh, Euter King Edward, Lady Gray as Yucen, 
Pembrook, Stafford, and Haſtings; Four ſtand an ent 
fide, and four on the other. 
Glo. And his well-cholen Bride. 
Clar, I mind to tell him plainly what I think, =_= 
, K. Edw. Now, Brother of Clarence, (1 
How like you our Choice, 
That you ſtand penſive as half Malecontent ? 
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, 
Or the Earl of Warwick, } 
V hich are fo weak of Courage, and in Judgment, | 
I hat they'll take no Offence at our Abuſe, | 
. K. Edw, Suppole they take Offence without a Cauſe: 
, They are but Lewis and War wick, I am Edward. | 
Your King and Warwick's, and mult have my Will. 
Glo. And you ſhall have your Will, becaute vur King. 
Yet haſty Marriage feldom proveth well. 
K. Edw. Yes, Brother Richard, are you offended too? } 
c. Glo. Not I; no: f 
God forbid that I ſhould wiſh them ſeyer'd il 
Whom God hath join'd together, | | 
C2 Ay,; 


| Glo, 
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Ay, and'twere pity to ſunder them, 
That y oak ſo well together. | 
K. E dw. Setting your Scorns, and your Millike aſide, 
Tell me ſome Reaſon, why the Lady Gray 
Should not become my W ite, and England's Queen? 
And you too, Somerſet and Mountague, 
Speak freely what you think. 
Clar. Then thisis my Opinion; 
That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bena. 
Gle. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now diſhonoured by this new Marriage, 
K. Edw. + A it both Lewis and Warwick be ap- 
as'd, 
By ſuch invention as I can devile ? 
Ment. Yet to have joind with Trance in ſuch Al- 
liance, 
Would more have ſtrength'ned this our Commonwealth, 
Gainſt foreign Storms, than any hcme-bred Marriage, 
Haſt. Why, knows not Aſcuntague that of it ſolt 
England is late, if true within it telf ? 
Mont, Yes, but the ſater, when tis back'd with 
France, 
Haſt. Tis better uſing France, than truſting Trance 
Let us be back'd with God, and with the Seas, 
V hich he hath given for fence impregnable, 
And with their Helps only defend our lelves : 
In them, and in our ſelves, our Safety lyes. 
Clar. For this one Speech, Lord Haſtings well deſerves 
To have the Heir of the Lord Hungerford. 
E. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my Will and Grant, 
And ſor this once my Will ſhall ſtand for Law. 
Glo. And yet methinks your Grace hath not done wal}, 
To give the Heir and Daughter of Lord ↄcales 
Unto the Brother cf your loving Bride ; 
She better would have fitted me or Clarence 
But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. | 
Clar. Or elſe you would not have beſtow'd the Heir 
Of the Lord Bonvill on your new Wife's Son, 
And leave your Brothers to go {peed elſewhere, 
K. Edw. Ale, poor Clarence; is it for a Wite c 
TACOS That 
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That thou art Malecontent ? I will provide thee, 
Clar. In chuſing for your lelf, 
You thew'd your judgment 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave 
To play the Broker in my own behalf; 
And tov that end, I ſhortly mind to leave you. 
K. Edw, Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King; 
And not be ty'd unto h's Brother's Will. I RP 
I. Gray, My Lords, before it pleas'd his Majeity 
To raiſe my State to Title of a Queen, 
Do me but right, and you muſt ali con'els, 
That I was not ignoble of Delcent, 
And meaner than my ſelf have had like Fortune. 
But as this Title honours me and mine, 
So your dillikes, to whom I would he p'eaſinzg, 
Do cloud my Joys with Danger, and with Sorrow, | 
K. Edw, My Love torbear to fawn upon their Frowns 
What Danger, or what Sorrow can betai] thee, 4 
So long as Edward is thy conſtant Friend, 
And their true Soveraign, whom they muſt obey ? 
Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 
Unleſs they ſeek for hatred at my Hands: 
Which it they do, yet will I keep thee ſife, 
And they ſhall feel the Vengeance of my Wrath, 
Glo, | hear, yet ſay not much, but think the more. 
Enter a It. 
K. Edw. Now Meſſenger, what Letters, or what 
News from France? 
Pit, My Sovereign Liege, no Letters, ard few Words 
But tuch as 1 (without your ſpecial Pardon) 
Pare not relate, 
K. Edw. Go too, we pardon thee : 
Therefore, in brief, tel] their Words: 
As near as thou canſt gueſs them. 
V hat Anſwer makes King Lewis unto our Letters? 
Poſt. At my depart, theſe were his very Words; 
Go tell falle Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 
That Lewis of France is ſending over Maskers, 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 
K. Edw. Is Lewis ſo brave? belike he thinks me He ary, 
But what ſaid Lady Bena to my Marriage ? | 
Poſt. Theſe were her Words, utter d with mild. Diſ- 
dain ! C2 Tell 
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Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, 
Til wear the Willow Garland for his ſake. 
K. Edw. | blame not her, ſhe could ſay little leſs; 
She had the wrong. But what ſaid Henry's Queen? 
For ſo I heard that ſhe was there in place. 
Pot. Tell him (quoth ſhe) 
My mournirg Weeds are dore, 
Ard lam ready to put Armour on, 
K. Edw. Pelike ſhe minds to play the Amaen. 
Put what ſaid Þarwick to theſe injuries? 
Pi{t. He, more incens'd againſt your Majeſty _ 
T han all the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe Words; 
Tell him from me that he hath done me wrong, 
Ard therefore i uncrown him e'er't be long. 
K. Edw. Ha? durſt the Traitor breath out fo proud 
Words ? 
Well, I will Arm me, being thus fore-warn'd : 
They ſhall have Wars, and pay for their Preſumption, 
Pur ſay, is Varwiek Friends with Margaret? 
Poſt, Ay, gracious Sovereign, 
T hey are lo link'd in Friendſhip, 
1 he young Prince Edward marries ]Warwick's Daughter, 
Clar. Eelike the elder ; 
Clarence will have the younger, 
Now brother King farewel, and ſit you fait, 
For Iwill hence to WWarwict's other Daughter, 
That thongh | want a Kirgdom, yet in Marriage 
I may nut prove inferior to your (elf, 
You that love me, and IVarwich, follow me. 
[ Exit Clarence, and Somerſet fcll;w;, 
Cle. Not I: 5 | 
My Thoughts aimat a further Matter: 
| Nay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. [ Aſide, 
K. Faw. Clarence and Scmerſet both gone to Marni? 
Yet am [| arny'd againit the worſt can happen; 
Ard haſte is needtul in this delp'rate Cate | 
Je mbreck and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Colevy Men, and make prepare for War ; 
T hey are already, or quickly will be landed : 
My ſelf in Perion will urait follow you. | 
[ Ex. Pembrook and Staffoid. 
But ere I go, Heſtings and Mentague 
Reſolve? 
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Reſolve my doubt, you twain of all the reſt 
Are near to Warwick, by Blood and by Alliance ; 
Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me; 
If it be lo, then both depart to him: 
I rather wiſh you Foes than hoilow Friends. 
But it you mind to hold your true obedience, 
Give me Aſſurance with ſome friendly Vow, 
That 1 may rever have you in ſuſpect. 
Men. So God help Montague, as he proves true. | 
Hai. And Haſtings, as he favours Edward's Cauſe. K 


K. E dw. Now, brother Richard, will you ſtand by us? f 
Cle. Ay, in deſpight of allthat ſhall withſtand you. | 
K. Edw. / by lo, then em I lure of Victory, 
Now therefore let us hence, and loſe no Hour, * 


Tili we meet Warrick, with his Foreign Powe . TEce. 
Enter Warwick and Oxford in England, with French: 
| Sclaers, 
War, Truſt me, my Lord, all hicherto goes we'l, 
The comaion Peop'e by numbeis {warm to us, 
Enter Clarence and Somerſet. 
But {ce where Somerſet and Clarente come; | 
Speak ſuddenly, my Lords, are we all Friends? , 
Clar. Fear not that, my Lord, i 
Var. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick, 
And welcome Somerſet: | hold it Cowardize, 
To reſt miitruſttul, where a noble Heart | 
Hath pawn'd an open Hand in ſign of Love, If 
Elſe might I think, that Clarence, Edward's Brother, 
Were but a feigned Friend to our Proceedings. 
But welcome {weet Clarenre, my Daughter ſhall be thine. 
And now, what reſts? but in Night's Coverture, 
Thy Brother being careleily encamp'd, 1 
His Soldiers lurking in the Town about, | N 
And but attended by a ſimple Guard, 
We may lurprize and take him at our Pleaſure, 
Our Scouts have found the Adventure very ealy;s. \ 
That as Ulyſſes, and ſtcut Dicmede ö 
With flight and man hood ſtoke to Rheſus Tents, | 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal Steeds; , 
So we, well covered with the Night's black Mantle, / 
At unawares.may beat down Edward's Guard, | ; 
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And ſcize himſelf : I ay not, ſlaughter him, 
For I intend but only to ſurprize him, 
You that will tollow me to this Attempt 
Applaud the Name of Henry, with your Leader. 
[_ They all cry Henry. 
Why ther, let's on our way in filent ſort; 
For Werwzck and his Friends, God and Saint George. 
[ E-xcunt, 
Enter the Watchmen to guar the King's Tent. 
I Watch, Come on, my Maſters, each Man take his 
Stand, 
1 he King by this has ſet him down to ſleep. 

2 Watch, What, will he not to Bed ? 

I Watch, Why no; for he hath made a ſolemn Vow, 
Never tolye and take his natural Reſt, 

Till Warwick, or himlelt be quite ſuppreſt. 
2 I atch. To morrow then helike ſhall be the Day, 
If Warwick be lo near as Men report. 

3 Watch. But ſay, I pray, what Nobleman is that, 
T hat with the King here reſteth in his Tent ? 

1 Wat h. 2 the Lord Ha#tings, the King's chiefeſt 

Friend, 

3 Watch, O, is it ſo; but why commands the King, 
T hat his chief Followers lodge in T'owns about him, 

M hile he himlelt keeps in the cold Field? 

2 N aich, Tis the more Honour, becaule the more dan- 

gerous. 

3 Watch. Ay, but give me worſhip and quietneſs, 

J like it better than a dangerous Honour. 

IfHarwiel knew in what Eſtate he ſtands, 

I is to he doubted he would waken him. 
1 Vateb. Unleſs our Halberds did inhut up his Paſſa e. 
2 Watch. Ay; wherefore elſe guard we this Royal 

| Tent, 
Put to defend his Perſon from. Night- ſoes? 
Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, and French 
Soldiers, ſilent all. 

War. This is his Tent, and ſee where ſtands his Guard: 
Courage, my Maſters: Honour now or never: 
But follow me, and Edward ſhalt be ours. 

1 Vl atch. Who goes there? 

| a 2 Fat. h. 


King HENRY VII. 57 


2 Fach. Stay, or thou dieſt. 
Warwick and the reſt cry all, Warwick, Warwick, and ſt 
on the Guard, who fly, crying Arms, Arms; Warwick 
and the reſt following them. 
y. The Drum beating, and Trumpets ſounding. 
Enter Warwick, Somerſet, and the reſt, bringing the 
King out in a Gown, ſitting in a Chair; Glo'ſter ad 


t, Haſtings flying over the Stage. 
Som. What are they that fly there? : 
ls Var. Richard and Haſtings, let them go, here is the 
Duke. 


K. Edw, The Duke? 

Why Warwick, when we parted | 

3 Thou call'ſt me King? 4 

Way, Ay, but the caſe is alter'd, 

When you diſgrac'd me in my Embaſſade, 

Then I degraded you irom being 3 

And come row to create you Duke of Hr. 

Alas, how ſhould you govern any Kingdowy 

That know not how to ule Ambaſſadors, 


& Nor how to be contented with one Wite, 1 
Nor how to uſe your Brothers brotherly, h 
) Nor how to ſtudy tor the People's Welfare, 


Nor how to ſhrow(d your ſelf from Enemies. 
K. Edw. Vea, Brother of Clarence, 
* Art thou here too? 
Nay, then I ſee, that Edward muſt needs down. 
Yet Warwick, in deſpight of all Miſchance, 
Of thee thy ſelf, and all thy Complices, 
Eaward will always bear himſe t as King: 
Though Fortune's Malice overthrow my State, 
e. My Mind exceeds the Compaſs of her Wheel, 
al ar. Then for bis Mind be Edward England's Kirg, 
[ Taxes off his Crown. 
Fut Henry now ſhall wear the Engliſh Crown, 


— 1 


* I — - _ 


ch And be true King indeed, thou but a Shadow. 0 
My Lord of Semerſet, at my Requeſt, | 
l: See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey d, 9 
Unto my Brother Archbiſhop of Work: k 
When! have fought with Pembroke and his Felloves, H 
1 I'll followyou, and tell what anſwer | 


Semis and the Lady Bena lent to him. 1 
G5, Now 1 
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Now for a while farewel good Duke of T. 


| [_ They lead him cut fcrci6),, Gt 
wn gh What Fates impole, that Men muſt nceds ;- = 
ide; 0 
It boots not to reſiſt both Wind and I ide. [ Exeunt, II 
Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, Te 
But march to Lond n with our Soldiers? 7 
Var. Ay, that's the firſt thing that we have to do, Cc 
To free King Henry from Imprilonmert, It 
Ard ſee him ſeated in the Regal Throne. [ Exe, 1 
| Mm 
Eater Rivers and the Lady Gray. 
( 
Riv, Madam, what makes you in this ſudden change : Le: 
La. Gray, Why Brother Rivers are yqu yet to learn Int 
M hart late NM. isfortures has befaln King Edward? Th 
Riv, What! lois of fume pitcht Battel Is 
Againſt Warwick ? He 
La. Gray. No, but the Loſs of his own Royal Perſon, An 
Riv, Then is my Sovereign ſlain? Co 
La. Gray, Ay, almoſt lain, for he is taken Priſoner. I h 
Either betray'd by falſhood of his Guard, Th 
Or by his Foe ſurpriz d at unawares: Un 
Ard as I further have to underſtand, He 
Is now committed to the Biſhop of Erk, To 
Fell Warwick's Brother, and by that our Foe.. 
Riv, Theſe News I muſt cenfeſs are full of Grief: 
Yet gracious Madam, bear it as you may , 
Ia wick may looſe, that now hath won the Day. 4 
La. Cray. Till then fair Hope, muſt hinder Lite's decay. Far 
And | the rather wean me from Deſpair | 1 
For Love of Edward's Off-iprivg in my Womb: See 
This is it that makes me bridle in my Paſſion, No 
And bear with mi!dne!s my Misfortune crols ; Sta 
Ay, ay, for this draw in many a Tear, 0 
Ard ſtop the rifing ct blodd-ſucking Sighe, Yo! 
Lit with my Sights or Tears, | blait or drown , 
King Cerard's civity true Heir to th? Engiiſh Crown, / 
Riv. Eut Madam, Al. 
Whereis H wie then become? , 


La. Cray. I am inform'd that he e mes towards Ln. 
10 


li, 


ay, 
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To ſet the Crown once more on Henry's Head: 
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Gueſs thou the reſt, King Edward's Friends muſt down. 


But to preventthe Tyrant's Violence, 

For truſt not him that hath once broken Faith; 
Vl hence forthwith unto the Sanctuary, 

Fo ſave at leaſt, the Heir of Edward's Right; 
There ſhall I reſt ſecure from force and fraud: 
Come therefore let us fly, while we may fly, 


If Warwick take us, we are ſure to die. [ Exeunt; 
Enter Glouceſter, Lord Haſtings, and Sir William Stanley, 


Ele. Now, my Lord Haſtings, and Sir Wi iam Stanley, 


Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this chiefeſt Thicket of the Park, 


Thus ſtands the Caſe : you know our King, my Brother, 


IsPriſoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe Hands 

He hath good Ulage, and great Liberty, 

And often but attended with weak Guard, 

Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelf 

I have advertiz d him by ſecret Means, 

That if about this hour he make this way, 

Under the Colour of his uſual Game, 

He ſhall here find his Friends with Horſe and Men, 
To let him free trom his Captivity, 


Enter King Edward, anda Huntſman with biin. 


Hunt, This way, my Lord, 
Far this way lies the Game, 
Edw. Nay this way Man, 
See where the Huntimen ſtand, 
Now Brother of Glo ſter, Lord Haſtings and the-reit; 
Stand you thus clole to ſeal the Biſhop's Deer? 
Glo, Brother the time and caſe requireth haſte, 
Your Horſe ſtands ready at the Park Corner. 
K. Ed. But whitner ſhall we then? 
Ha. $9 Ju, my Lord, 
Ard thin from thence io Flanders. . 


Cle. Weil gueit, believe me, for that was my Mea-ing. 


K. Fam. vtandey, ! III require ths 101 wardusts. 
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Glo. But wherefore ſtay we ? tis no time to talk. 
K. Edm. Huntſman, what ſay'ſt thou? 

Wilt thou go along? 
Hunt. Better do ſo, than tarry and he hang' d. 
Glo. Come then away, lets ha no more ado, 
K. Edw. Biſhop fare wel, 

Shield thee from Warwick's frown 

And pray that I may repoſſeſs the Crown. Ex eunt. 


Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerſet, your; Nov 
Richmond, Oxfard, Montague, ard Lieutenant of the Tha 
Tower. : I m 
K. Henry, Mr. Lieutenant, now that God and Eriends Whi 

Have ſhaken Edward from the Regal Seat, And 

And turn'd my captive State to Liberty. To | 

My Fear to hope, my Sorrows unto Joys, I 

At our Enlargement what are thy due Fees? Ci 
Lieu. Subjets may challenge nothing, of their Sov'- Fo! 

reigns, WF 

But, if an humble Prayer may prevail, We 

I then crave Pardon of your Majeſty, To. 
K. Henry, For what, Lieutenant? For well uſing mes I mc 

Nay, be thou ſure, I'll well requite thy kindneſs, Wh. 

For that it made my Impriſonment a Pleaſure: And 

Ay, ſuch a Þleafure, as incaged Birds Fort 

Conceive; when after many moody thoughts, And 

Atlait, by Nates of houſhold harmony, C 

They quite forget their loſs of Liberty, I 

_ But Warwick, after God, thou ſett'ſt me free, | K 
Ard chie fly therefore, I thark God and thee > I” Lot 

Fe was the Author, thou the Inſtrument, Tha 

1 herefore that l may conquer Fortune's ſpight, Be 

By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me. For 

And that the People of this bleſſed Land My 

May not be punriſh'd with my thwarting Stars, 2 

ur wick, although my Head ſtill wear the Crown, K 

I bere refign my Government to thee, Of 

For thou art fortunate in all thy Deeds. 5 
ar. Your Grace hath itii] been fam'd for virtuous, K 

And now may ſeem as wiſe as virtuous, 

By ſpying and avoiding Fortune's Malice, If f 

Feriew Men rightly temper with the Stars: To. 


Yet in this one thing let me hlame your Grace, 
\ Box 
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For chuſing me, when Clarence is in place. 
Gar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the ſway; 
To whom the Heav'ns in thy Nativity, 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, 
As likely to be bleſt in Peace and War: 
And therefore I yield thee my free conſent. 
War. And I chule Clarence only for Protector. 
, K. Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give me both your Hands. 
0 Now join your Hands, and with your Hands your Hearts. 
e That no Diſſention hinder Government: 
make you both Protectors of this Land, 
6 While I my ſelf will lead a private Life, 
And in Devotion ſpend my latter Days, 
To fins rebuke, and my Creator's praile. 
War. What anſwers Clarence to his Sovereign's Will? 
Clar. That he conſents, if Warwick yield conſent, 
« For on thy fortune I repoſe my ſelf. 
War, Why then, though loath, yet muſt I be content: 
We'll yoak together, like a double ſhadow 
To Henry's Body, and ſupply his Place; 
] mean in bearing weight of Government, 
While he enjoys the honour, and his eaſe, 
And Clarence, now then it is more than needfu! 
Forth with that Edward be pronounc'd a Traitor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. 
Char. What elſe? and that Succeſſion be determined. 
War. Ay, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 
K. Henr. But with the firſt, of all our chief Affairs, 
Let me intreat, for, I command no more, 
That Margaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 
Be {ent for to return from France with ſpeed; 
For till I ſee them here, by doubtful fear, 
My Joy of Liberty is half eclips'd. 
Clar. It ſhall be done, my Sovereign, with all ſpeed. 
K. Henry. My Lord of Somerſet, what Youth is that, 
Of whom you ſeem to have ſo tender care? 
Som. My Leige, it is young Henry, Earl of Ricbmend. | 
K. Henry, Come hither England's hope: | 
Lays his Hands on his Head. | 
If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth 4 
Fo. my divining Thoughts, | 


This 0 
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This pretty Lad will prove our Country's bliſs, 
His Looks are ſull of peaceful Majeſty, 

His Head by nature fram'd to wear a Crown, 
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himſelf 
Likely in time to bleſs a Regal Throne: 

Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he 
Muſt help you more than you are hurt by me. 


Enter a Poſt. 


Var. What News, my Friend? 
P;/t. That Edward is eſcaped from your Brother, 
And fled, as he hears ſince, to Burgundy. 
ar. Unſavory News; but how made he eſcape ? 
Pot. He was convey'd by Richard, Duke of Gl: ſte», 
And the Lord Haſtings, who attended him 
In ſecret ambuſh, on the Foreſt ſide, 
And from the biſhop's Huntſmen reſcu'd him: 
For Hunting was his daily Exerciſe, 
War. My Brother was too careleſs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my Soveraign, to proyide 
A Salve for any Sore that may betide. 


Manet Somerſet, Richmond, and Oxford. 


Sem. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edward*+: 
For doubtleis Burgenqy will yield him help, 
And we ſhall have more Wars before't be long. 
As Henry's late prelaging Prophecy 


Did glad my Heart, with hope ot this young Richmo; 1; 


So doth my Heart mil-give me, in theſe Conflicts 
What ma; befal him, to his harm and ours, 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worſt, 
Forthwith well tend him hence to Britany, 
Til torms be paſt of civil Enmity, 
Ox}. Ay, for if Edward re-poiſeſs the Crown, 
*T 1s like that Richmond, with the reſt ihail down, - 
Som. It ſhall be lo ; he thall to Britany, 


. | Exenunt; 


Come therefore, let's about it ſpecdil). LZ wen. 


* 
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Euter King Ed ward, Glouceſter, Haſtings, and Scidiers. 


K. Edw. Now Brother Richard, Lord Haſtings, and the reſt. 


Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 
And lays, that once more ] ſhall enterchange 
My wained State, for Henry's Regal Crown, 
Well have we pals'd, and now repa's'd the Seas, 
And b:ought deſired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From Ravenſpurg Haven, before the ee of Ny, 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedom 2 
Glo. Ihe Gates made faſt ? 
Brother, 1 like not this. 
For many Men that ſtumble at the Threſhold,. 
Are well toretold, that danger lurks within, 
K. Edw. Tuſh. Man, aboadments muſt not now afs 
fright us. 
By fair or toul means we muſt enter in, 
For hither will our Friends repair to us» 
Haſt. My Liege, I'll knock once more to ſummon them. 


Enter on the Walls, the Mayer e York, and his Brethren. 


May:r. My Lords, 
We were fore-warned of your coming, 
And ſhut the Gates, for ſafety of our ſelves; 
For new we. owe Allegiance urto Henry. 
K. Eaw, But, Matter Mayor, it Henry be your King, 
Yet Edward at the leaſt is Duke of Tf. 
Mayer, rue, my good Lord, I know you for no lels, 


K. Edw, Why, and | challenge nothing but my Dukedom,. 


As being well cuntent with that alone, 

Glo. But when the Fox has once got in his Noſe, 
He'll ſoon find means to make the Body follew. | Aſide. 

Hal. Why, Maiter Mayor, why ſtand you in a doubt? 
Open the Cates, we are King Hewy's Friends. 

Mayer. Ay, lay ycu lo? the Gates mall then h2 cp:ned, 

| { He deſends, 

Gle. A wile ſtout Captain, and ſoon perſuaded. 

Haſt. The good old Man would tain that all were well, 
So *twere not long of him; but being entred, 


L 
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I doubt not T, but we ſhall foon perſuade 
Both him and all his Brothers unto Reaſon. 
Fnter the Mayor and two Aldermen. 
K. Edw. So, Maſter Mayor; theſe Gates muſt not be ſliut, 
But in the Night, or in the time of War. 
W hat, fear not Man, but yield me up the Keys, 
[ Tak-s his Keys, 
For Edward will defend the Town and thee. 
And all thole Friends tha deign to follow me. 
March. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers, 
Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our truſty Friend, un!eſs1 be deceiv'd. | 
K. Edward. WelcomeSir John; butwhycomeyouin Arms? 
Ment. To help King Edward in his time of ſtorm, 
As every loyal Subject ought to do. 
K. Eaw. Thanks, good Mentgcmery : 
But we now forget our Title to the Crown, 
And only claim our Dukedom, 
"Till God pleaſe to fend the reſt. 
Ment, I hen fare you well, for I will hence again, 
I came to ſerve a King, and nota Duke: 
Drummer ſtrike up, and let us March away. 
[ The: Drum begins a March, 
R. Edw. Nay ſtay, Sir Jchn, a while, and we'll debate 
By what ſafe means the Crown may be recover'd. 
Ment. M hat talk you of debating ? in few Words, 
If you'll not here proclaim your ſelf our King, 
FI! leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 
Lo keep them back, that come to Succour you. 
V hy fhall we fight, it you pretend no Title? 
Glo. Why Brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice points 
K. Edw, When we grow ſtronger, | 
Then we'll make our claim: 
Till then, 'tis wiſdom to conceal our meaning. 
Haſt. Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Arms muſt rule, 
Glo. And fearleſs Minds climb ſooneſt unto Crowns, 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring-you many Friends. 
K. Edw, Then be it as you will; for 'tis my right, 
And Heniy but uſurps the Diadem. 
Ment, Ay, now my Sovereign ſpeaketh like himſelſ, 
And now will J be Edward's Champion. 


Ha, 


ut, 


Ys, 
. 


wh 


ch. 
als 


87 


©, 


King HENRY VI. 65 


Haſt. Sound Trumpet, Edwardſhall he here proclaim'd : 
Come, fellow Soldier, make thou Proclamation, | Flourzſh. 

Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King cf 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, Cc. 

Mcnt. And wholoe'er gain-lays King Edward's right, 
By this I challenge him to ſingle Fight. 

[ Throws down his Gauntlet. 
All, Long live Edward the Fourth. 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery ; 


And thanks unto you all, 


If Fortune ſer ve me, I'll requite this Kindneſs. 
Now for this Night, let's harbour here at Terk : 
And when the Morning Sun ſhall raiſe his Car 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 

We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates ; 
For well I wot, -that Henry is no Soldier, 

Ah froward Clarence, how evil it beſcems thee, - 
To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother ? 

Yet as we may, we'll meet hoth thee and Varwicl. 
Come on brave Soldiers; doubt not of the Day, 
And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. { Fxewnt. 


Enter-King Henry, Warwick, Montague, Clarence, Ox- 
ford, and Somerſet, 


War. What Counſel, Lords? Edward from Belgia, 
Vith haſty Germans, and blunt Hollanders 
Hath paſs d in ſafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops doth march amain to Lend n, 


And many giddy People flock to him. 


K. Hemy, Let's levy Men, and beat him back again. 
Car. A little Fire is quickly trodden out, 


Which being ſuffer'd, Rivers cannot quench, 


War. In Warwickſhire J have true hearted Friends, 


Not mutincus in Peace, yet bold in War, 


Thole will I muſter up; and thou, Son Clarence, 
dhalt ſtir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 

The Knights and Gentlemen to come with thee. 
Thou Brother Montague in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leiceſterſhire ſhalt find 

Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command'ſt. 
And thou, brave Oxſerd, wondrous well-b:loy'd, 
In Oxfcrdſhire ſhalt muſter up thy Friends. 


My 
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My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 
Like to his Iſland, girt with the Ocean, 
Or modelt Dian, circled with her Nymphs, 
Shall reſt in London, till we come to him: 
Fair Lords take leave, and ſtand not to reply. 
Farewel my Soveraign. 
K. Henry, Farewel my Heer, and my Trey's true hops, 
Clar. In {gn of truth, I kiſs your Highnels Hand. 
K. Henry, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate, 
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus I ſeal my Truth, and bid adieu. 
K. Henry. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewel, 
War. Farewel, ſweet Lords, let's meet at Cove? try, 


— ps 
[E xc. 


K. Henry. Here at the Palace will I reſt a while, 
Coulin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordſhip ? 
Methinks, the Power that Edward hath in ticld, 
Shall not he able to encounter mine. | 

Exe. The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the reſt; 


X. Henry. That's not my fear, my meed hath got nx 


fame: 
I have not ſtopt mine Ears to their demands, 
Nor poſted off their Suits with flow delays, 
My pity hath been Balm to heal their Wounds, 
My mildneſs hath allay'd their ſwelling Griefs, 
M y mercy dry'd their water-flowing Tears. 
I have not been defirous of their Wealth. 
Nor much oppreſt them with great Subſidies, 
Nor pad: of Revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more than me? 
No, Exeter, theſe Graces challenge Grace: 
Ard when the Lyon fawns upon the Lamb, 
The Lamb will never ceaſe to follow him. 


[Shout within. A Lancaſter! à L. ancaſtet 


Exe, Hark, bark, my Lord, what Shouts are thele ? 
Enter King Edward and his Seldiers. 


K. Edw. Seize on the ſhame-fac'd Hemy, bear hin 


hence, 
And once ag ain proclaim us King of England. 
You are the Fount, that make ſmall Brooks to flow: 
Nov ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuck them dry. 


And 
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And ſwell ſo much the higher, by their ebb. 


Hence with him to the Tower, let him not ſpeak, 


Sg with King Henry. 
And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Oourſe, 
MV here peremptory Warm k now remains: 
The Sun ſhines hot, and if we uſe delay, 
Cold biting M inter mars our hop'd-for Hay. 

Glo. Away betimes before his Forces join, 
And take the great grown Fraitor unawares ? 
Brave Warriors, march amain towards C:ventry.' 

[ Fxeunt, 


ACTV SCENE. I. 


Enter Warwick, the Mayer of Coventry, two Meſſenger* 
and otiers upon the Malis. . 


Here is the Poſt that came from valiant Oxſord? 
Howfar hence isthy Lord, mine boneſt Fellow? 
1 Me /. Ey this at Du ſincre, marching hither ward. 
Var. How far off is our Brother Montague? 
Where is the Poſt that came from Montague? 
2 Meſ. By this at Daintry, with a puiſſant Troop. 
Enter Somervile. 
War. Say Somervile, what ſays my loving Son? 
And by thy gueſs, how nigh is Clarence now ? 
Semerv. At Scutham | did leave him with his Forces, 
And do expect him here ſome two hours hence. 
Mar. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum. 
Somerv. It is not his, my Lord, here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honour hears marcheth from Warwick. 
Var. Who ſhould that be? Belike, unlook'd for 
Friends. 
Somerv. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly knows. 


March. Flouriſh, Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, and 


Soldiers. 

K. Edw. Go, Trumpet, to the Walls, and ſound a Parle, 
Glo. See how the ſurly Warwick mans the Wall. 

War. Oh unbid Spight, is ſportful Edward come? 
Where ſlept our Scouts, or how are they ſedue d, 


T hat 
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That we could hear no news of his repair? 


K. Edw. Now ]Varwick, wilt thou ope the City Gaty, 


Speak gentle Words, and humbly bend thy Kree, 
Call Edward King, and at his Hands beg Mercy, 
Ard he ſhall pardon thee theſe Outrages ? 

War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces hence, 
Conf'eſs who ſet thee up, and pluck'd thee down, 
Call 7/arwick Patron, and be penitent, 

And thou ſhalt till remain the Duke of Jork. 

Glo. I thought at leaſt he would have ſaid the King, 
Or did he make the Jeſt againſt his will ? 

IT ar, Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly Gift? 

Glo. Ay, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give: 

I' do thee lervice for ſo good a Gift? | 

Var, * Twasl that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother, 


K. Edw. Why then 'tis mine, it but by Warwick's Gift, 


Glo. Thou art no Atlas for lo great a weight: 
And Weakling Warwick takes his Gift again, 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his Subject. 
EK. Edw. But Warwick's King is Edward's Priſoner: 
And gallant Warwick, do but anſwer this, 
What is the Body, when the Head is off? 
Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caſt, 
But whiles he thought to ſteal the ſingle Ten, 
The King was lily finger d from the Deck: 
You left poor Henry at the Biſhop's Palace, 
And ten to one you'll met him in the Tower, - 
K. Edw. *Tis even ſo, yet you are Warwick (till. 
Glo, Come Warwick, 
Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: 
Nay when; ſtrike now, or elle the Iron cools. 
War. I had rather chop this Hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy Face, 
Than bear ſo low a Sail, to ſtrike to thee, 
K. Edw. Sail how thou canſt, 
Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 
This Hand, faſt wound about thy Coal-black Hair, 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, 
Write in the Duſt this Sentence with thy Blood, 
Wind-changing Warwick new can change no mere. 
Euter Oxford, with Drum and Colours. 
Yar, © chearſul Colours, ſee here Oxford _ 
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Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaſter. 
ats, W ©/-. The Gates are open, let us enter too. 
K. Edw. So other Foes may ſet upon our Backs, 
tand we in good Array; for they no doubt 
ill iſſue out again, and bid us Battel: 
I{not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 
e' quickly rouze the Traitors in the ſame, 
Var. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 
Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours. 
Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaſter. 
Glo. Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treaſon 
Even with the deareſt Blood your Bodies bear. 
K. Edw. The harder match'd the greater Victory, 
My Mind preſageth happy Gain, and Conqueſt. 
Enter Somerlet, with Drum and Colours, 
Som. Somerſet, Somerſet, tor Lancaſter, 
Glo. Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somerſet, 
Have ſold their Lives unto the Houle of Terk, 
And thou ſhalt be the third, it this Sword hold. 
Enter Clarence, with Drum and C:lwurs. 
Var. And lo, where George of Clarence weeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battel: 
With whom an upright Zeal to right prevails 
More than the Nature of a Brother's Love. 
ome Clarence, come; thou wilt, it I/arwzck call, 
Clar. Father of Mar wick, know you what this means? 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee : | 
Iwill not ruinate my Father's Houſe, 
Who gave bis Blood to lime the Stones together, 
And let up Lancaſter, Why, troweſt thou Warwiuk, 
That Clarence is fo harſh, lo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal Inſtruments of War, 
Againſt his Brother, and his lawful King? 
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy Oath : 
To keep that Oath were more Impiety, 
Than Jept hab's, when he ſacrific'd his Daughter, 
am fo lorry for my Treſpals made, 
That to deſerve well at my Brother's Hands, 
] een my felt thy mortal Foe: 
Wich Reſolution, wherelve'er | meet thee, 
i : will 4 2900, Pr ſtir 2 
o plague thee for thy foul mil-l-ading me. 
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And ſo proud-hearted J/arwich, I dehie thee, 
And to my Brother turn my bluſhing Cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends : 
And Richard, do not frown upon my Faults, 
For | will henceforth be no more unconſtant. 
K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more beloy'd, 
Than if thou never had'ſt deſery'd our Hate, 
Glo, Welcome, good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
War. O paſling Traitor, perjur'd and unjuſt, 
K. Edw, What Warwick, 
Wilt thou leave the Town and fight? 
Or ſhall we beat the Stones about thine Ears ? 
War. Alas, | am not coop'd here for defence: 
I will away towards Barnet prefently, 
And bid thee Battle, Edward, if thou dar'ſt. 

K. Edw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the Field; St. George and Victory. [ Exeunt, 
March. Warwick and his Cempany fill;ws, 
Alarum and Excurſicns. Enter Edward bringing forth 
Wa wick wounded. 

K. Ed. So, lye thou there; die thou, and die our fear, 
For Warwick was a Bug that ſcar'd us all. 
Now Montague ſit fait, I ſeek for thee, 
That Warwick's Bones may keep thine Compary, [ Exit, 

War. Ah, who is nigh? Come to me, Friend or Foc, 
And tell me who is Victor, Tork, or Warwick ? 
Why ask I that? my mangled Body ſhews, 
My Blood, my want of Strength, my fick Heart ſhews, 
That I muſt yield my Body to the Earth, 
And by my fall, the conqueſt to my Foe, 
Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax's edge, 
Whole Arms gave ſhelter to the Princely Fagle, 
Under whole ſhade the ramping Lion flept, 
M hoſe top-branch over peer d 7ove's ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winter's powerful wind. 
Thele Eyes that now are dim'd with Death's black Ve1!, 
Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, 
To ſearch the lecret 1 reaſons of the World: 
The wrinkles in my Brows, now fill'd with Blood, 
Were lik'red oft to Kingly Sepulchres: 
For who liv'd King but I could dig his Grave? 
And who durſt ſmile, when Varwicł bent his broyy ? 

Lo, 


o, NOX 
My Par 
Even NO 
s not hi 
Why, * 
And [iy 


Som. 
We mig 
The Qu 
Even ne 

Var. 
H thou | 
And wit 
Thou lo 
Thy Te 
That gl: 
Come q 

Som. 
And to 
And ſai 
And mo 
Which 
That m 
I well n 
O farey 

War, 
Fly Lor 
ForWasr 


Oxf. 
Floariſh, 


K. E 
And we 
But int] 
I ipy a 
That wi 
Ere he: 
I mean, 
Hath ra 
And, a: 


Dy 


King HENRY VI. 71 


o, now my Glory ſmear'd in Duſt and Blood, 
My Parks, my Walks, my Manors that I had, 
Even now ſorſake me? and of all my Lands, 
s nothing left me, but my Body's length. 
Why, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Duſt ? 
And live we how we can, yet die we mult, > 
Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 
Some Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Loſs again: 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiſſant Power, 
Eren now we heard the News: Ah, could'ſt thou fly! 
Var. Why then I would not fly, Ah Montaguezs 
I thou be there, ſweet Brother, take my Hand, 
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while, 
Thou loy'{t me not; for, Brother, it thou didſt, 
Thy Tears would waſh this cold congealed Blood, 
That glews my Lips, and will not let me {p-ak, 
Come quickly lars vas or J am dead. 
Som. Ah Warwick, Montague hath breath'd his laſt, 
And to the lateſt gaſp, cry'd out tor Warwick : 
And ſaid, commend me to my valiant Brother. 
And more he would have ſaid, and more he ſpoke, 
Which ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That mought not be diſtinguiſh'd; but at laſt, 
I well might hear delivered with a Groan, 
O farewel Warwick, 
War, Sweet reſt his Soul; 
Fly Lords, and ſave your ſe:ves, 
ForWarwzick bids youall farewel,to meet inHeaven. [Dies. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queen's great Power, 
Here they bear away his Bedy. Exeunt. 
Flouriſh, Enter King Ed ward in triumph, with Glouceſter, 
Clarence, and the reſt. 
K. Edw. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward courſe, 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of Victory; 
But in the midſt of this bright-ſhining Day, 
I ipy a black ſuſpicious threatning Cloud, 
That will encounter with our Glorious Sun, 
Ere he attain his eaſeful Weſtern Bed: 
I mean, my Lords, thoſe Powers that the Queen 
Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our Coaſt, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. Fee 
ares 
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Clar. A little Gale will ſoon diſperſe that Cloud, = th 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came; Say y 
Thy very Beams will dry thole Vapours up, | Treac 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. Peſtri 
Glo. The Queen is valued thirty thouſand ſtrong, Or el 
And Somerſet, with Oxfcrd, fled to her; This 
It ſhe hath time to breathe, be well aſſur' d In caſt 
Her Faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. That 
K. Edw, We are adyertis'd by our loving Friends, Mo e 
That they do hold their courſe toward Tewksbury, Why 
We having now the beſt at Parnet Field, | 'Tyei 
Will thither ſtraight, for willingneſs rids away, Pri 
And as we march, our ſtrength will be augmented, Shoul 
In every County as we go along: | Infuſe 
Strike up the Drum, cry Courage and away. [Exe And n 
March. Enter the Qurten, Prince of Wales, Somerſet, I ſpea 
Oxford, and Soldiers d For d 
ue en. Great Lords, wiſe Men ne'er fit and wall their He ſh 
Put chearly ſeck how to redreſs their Harms. [ Lois, Leſt 5 
V hat though the Maſt be now blown over-board, And n 
The Cable broke, the holding Anchor loſt, If any 
And halt aur Sailors ſwallow'd in the Flood? Let h 
Yet lives our Pilot (till, Is't meet that he 07 
Should leave the Helm, and like a fearful Lad, And \ 
With fea: tui Eyes add Water to the Sca, Oh br 
And give moreſtrergth to that which hath too much, Doth 
V hiles in his moan, the Ship ſplits on the Rock, To be 
Which induſtry and Courage might have ſav'd ? Sen 
Ah what a Shame, ah what a Fault were this! Go hc 
Say, Warwick was our Anchor; what of that ? If he 
And Montague our Top-maſt ; what of him? : Qui 
Our ſlaughter'd Friends, the Tackles; what of thele ? Tri 


V hy is not Oxford here another Anchor? 

Ard Scmmerſet, another goodly Maſt ? 

The Friends of France cur Shrowds and Tacklings ? 

And though unskiilul, why not Ned and 1; 

For once allow'd the skiitul Pilot's Charge? 

We will not from the Helm to fit and weep, 

But keep our Courle, though the rough Wind ſay no, 

From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wra 

As geod to chide the Waves, as ſpeak them fair, 

And what is Edward, but a ruthleis Sea ? . 
1 
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What Clarence, but a Quick ſand of Deceit? 

And Richard, but a ragged fatal Rock? 

All theſe, the Enemies to our poor Bark, 

Say you can ſwim, alas, tis but a while 

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly ſink ; 
Beſtride the Rock, the Tide will waſh you oft, 

Or elſe you famiſh, that's a threefold Death. 

This ſpeak I, Lords, to let you underſtand, 

In caſe ſome one of you would fly from us, 

That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
Mo e than with ruthleſs Waves, with Sands and Ro. ks, 
Why courage then, what cannot be avoided, 
'Twerechildiſh weakneſs tolament or fear, 

Prince, Methinks a Woman of this valiant Spirit 
Should, if a Coward heard her ſpeak thele words, 
Infuſe his Breaſt with Magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foil a Man at Arms. 
I ſpeak not this, as doubting any here: 
For did I but ſuſpect a feartul Man, 
He ſhould have leave to go away betimes, 
Leſt in our need he might infe& another, 
And make him of like Spirit to himſelf, 
If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, 
Let him depart before we need his help. 
Oxf. Women and Children of ſo high a Courage, 
And Warriors faint! why *twere perpetual Shame. 
Oh brave young Prince! thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may'ſt thou live, 
To bear his Image; and renew his Glories, 
Som. And he that will not fight for ſuch a Hope, 
Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by Day, 
If he ariſe, be mock'd and worder'd at. 
Cucen. Thanks, gentle e 6 ſweet Oxford thanks. 
Trin. And take his Thanks, that yet hath nothing elſe, 
Euter a Meſſenger, 

Meſ. Prepare you, Lords, for Edward is at hand 
Ready to fight; therefore be reſolute, 

_ Oxf. Ithought no leſs; it is his Policy, 
To haſte thus faſt, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he's deceiv'd, we are in readineſs. 

Lueen, This chears my Heart, to ſee your forwardneſs. 

Ox. Here pitch gur Battel, hence we will not budge. 

D Mare h. 
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March. Enter King Edward, Glo'ſter, Clarente, and 


Soldiers. * 1 
i K. Edw. ues Followers, yonder ſtands the thorny While 
| Wood, 
W hich, by the Heay'ns Aſſiſtance, and your Strength, * 
Muſt, by the Roots, be hewn up yet ere Night. 675 
| I need not add more Fuel to your Fire, dr ee 
For well I wot, ye blaze to burn them out: Pri 
Give Signal to the Fight, and to it, Lords. His C 
Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I ſhould Glo 
| {a . | 
| My Tears Sth for every Word I ſpeak, 75 
| Ye ſee I drink the Water of my Eye: Pri 
Therefore, no more of thisz Henry, your Soyereign, K. 
Is Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſurp' d, 75 
His Realm a Slaughter- houſe, his Subjects (lain, Pr; 
His Statutes cancell'd, and his Treaſure ſpent : Laſci- 
And yonder is the Wolf, that makes this Spoil. And t 
You fight in Juſtice: Then in God's Name, Lords, 1 
Be valiant, and give Signal to the Fight. And 
Alarum, Retreat, Excurſions. K. 
Enter King Ed ward, Gloceſter, Clarence, &c. The Qucen, 5 
Oxford, and Somerſet Priſencrs. Glo 
K. Edw, Now here's a Period of tumultuous Broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes Caſtle ſtraight : Ola 


For Somerſet, off with his guilty Head. 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them ſpeak. 
Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with Words, 
Som. Nor I, but ſtoop with Patience to my Fortune. 
[ Exeunt, 
Cu2en. So part we ſadly in this troublous World, 
To meet with Joy in ſweet Jeruſalem. 
K. ö made, That who finds Ed. 
ward, 
Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life ? 
Glo. It is, and lo where youthful Edward comes, 
Enter the Prince cf Wales. 
EK. Ed. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him ſpzak 
What? can ſo yuung a Thorn begin to prick ? 
Edward, what Satisfaction canſt thou make, 
For bearing Arms, tor ſtirring up my Subje&s, 
And all the Trouble thou haſt turn'd me to ? 


Prin, 
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Prince. Speak like a Subject, proud ambitious York. 
Suppoſe that I am now my Father's Mouth, 
Relign thy Chair, and where I ſtand, kneel thou, 
Whilſt I propole the ſelf-ſame Words to thee, 
Which, Traitor, thou would'ſt have me anſwer to. 
Queen, Ah! that thy Facher had been fo reſolv'd, 
Glo. That you might ſtil] haye worn the Petticoat, 
And ne'er have ſtoln the Breech from Lancaſter. 
Prince, Let A ſop Fable in a Winter's Night, 
His Curriſh Riddles ſort not with this Place. 
Glo. By Heaven, Brat, I'll plague ye for that word. 
Queen. Ay, thou waſt born to be a Plague to Men. 
Glo. For God's ſake take away this captive Scold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this ſcolding Crook- back, rather 
K. Edw, Peace, wilful Boy, or I will charm your Tongue. 
Ca. Untutor'd Lad, thou art too Malapert. 
Prince, I know my Duty, you are all undutiful: 
Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur'd George, 
And thou miſ- ſnapen Dick, 1 tell ye all, 
Jam your better, Traitors as ye are. 
And thou uſurp'ſt my Father's Right and mine. 
K. Edw. Take that, thou likeneſs of this Railer here. 
[ Stabs him. 
Clo. Sprawl'ſt thou? take that, to end thy Agony. 
Rich. Stabs him. 
Clar. And there's for twitting me with ay 


[ Clar, ſtabs him, 
Queen. Oh, kill me too. 
Glo, Marry, and ſhall. [ Offers to kill her, 
K. Edw. Hold, Richard,hold,for we have done too much. 
Glo. Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the World with words? 
K. Edm. What? doth ſhe ſwoon? uſe Mears for her Re- 
covery. 
Glo. Clarence, excuſe me to the King my Brother: 
I'll hence to Lenden on a ſerious Matter, | 
Ere ye come there, belure to hear ſome News. 
Clar. What? what * 
Glo. Tower, the Tewer, [ Exit. 
Queen. Oh, Ned, ſweet Ned, ſpeak to thy Mother, Boy. 
Can'ſt thou not ſpeak ? O Traitors, Murderers ; 
They that ſtabb'd Czſir, ſhed no blood at all, 
Did not offend, nor 2 not worthy blame, P 
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If this foul Deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a Man; this (in reſpe&) a Child, 

And Men neer ſpend their Fury on a Child. 

Whac's worſe than Murtherer, that I may name it? 
No, no, my Heart will burſt, and if I ſpeak—— 
And I will ipeak, that ſo my Heart may burſt, 
Butcher and Villains, bloody Cannibals, 


How [weet a Plant have you untimely cropt ; What 
You have no Children, Butchers; it you had, Gl 
The thought of them would have ſtirr'd up Remorſe j The 
But it you ever chance to have a Child, K. 
Look in his Youth to have him ſo cut off, with 
As deathimen you have rid this ſweet young Prince, And 
K. Edw, Away with her, go bear her hence by force. Have 
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, diſpatch me here: Wher 
Here ſheath thy Sword, I'll pardon thee my Death: Gli 
What? Wilt thou not? then Clarence do it thou. That 
Clar, By Heav'n, Iwill not do thee ſo much Eaſe, And 
Queen. Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence do thou do it? K. 
Car. Nid'ſt thou not hear me {ſwear I would not do it? Thy! 
Oueen. Ay, but thou uſeſt to forſwear thy ſelf: Ibes 
*T was Sin before, but now ' tis Charity. Thy! 
M hat, wilt thou not? where is that Devil's Butcher Richard. Whol 
Hard- lavour'd Richard? Richard, where art thou? Ah, 1 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almſdeed. My E 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne'er pull'ſt back. That 
K. Edm. Away, I ſay, I charge ye bear her hence. But v 
Lueen, So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. Glo 
[ Exit £ueen, K. 
K. Edw. Where's Richard gone? If mu 
Cla. Lo Lenden all in poſt, and as I can gueſs, Why 1 
To make a bloody Supper inthe T: wer, Glo 
K. Edw. He's ludden, if a thing comes in his Head, K. 
Now march we hence, diſcharge the common ſort | | 
With pay and thanks, and let's away to Lenden, Thou 
And ſee our gentle Queen how well ſhe fares. And t 
By this, 1 hope, ſhe hath a Son for me. [ £xewun, Whicl 
Euter King Henry, and Glouceſter, with the Lieutenau Anden 
on the Tower Walls. And n 


Glo. Good day, my Lord, what at your Book ſo hard? Men f 
K. Hen. Ay, my good Lord; my Lord, I ſhould ſay rather, And C 
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Good Glo'ſter, and the Devil, were alike, 
And both prepoſterous; therefore, not Good Lord. 
Glo. Sirrah, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt confer. 
2 | 7 [ Exeunt Lieuienanant. 
K. Henry. So flies the wreakleſs Shepherd from the Wolf, 
So firſt the harmleis Flock doth yield his Fleece, 
And next his Throat unto the Butcher's Knife. 
What Scene of Death hath Roſſius now to act? 
Glo. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty Mind, 
The Thief doth fear each Buſh an Officer. 
K. Henry, The Bird that hath been limed in a Buſh, 
With trembling Wings miſdoubteth every Buſh ; 
And I, the hapleſs Male to one ſweet Bird, 
Have now the fatal Object in my Eye, 
Where my poor young was limb'd, was caught and kill'd. 
Glo, Why what a peeviſh Fool was that of Ceet, 
That taught his Son the Office of a Fowl ? 
And yet, for all his Wings, the Fool wasdrown'd.. 
K. Henry. Il, Dedalus ; my poor Boy, Trarus; 
Thy Father, Mines, that deny'd our Courſe; 
The Sun that ſear'd the Wings of my ſweet Boy, 
Thy Brother Edward; and thy ſelf, the Sea, 
Whole envious Gulf did ſwallow up his Liſe : 
Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words, 
My Breaſt can better brook thy Dagger's Point, 
That can my Ears that tragick Hiſtory. 
But wherefore doſt thou come? Is't for my Life ? 
Glo. I hink'it thou [ am an Executioner ? 
K. Henry. A Perſecutor I am ſure thou art; 
If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou art an Executioner. 
Glo. Thy Son I killd for his Preſumption. 
K. Henry. Hadſt thou been kill'd when firſt thou didſt 
' preſume, 
Thou hadſt not ivd to kill a Son of mine: 
And thus I propheic, that many a thouſand, 
Which now miitruit no parcel of my Fear, 
And many an old Man's Sigh, and many a Widow's, 
And many an Orphan's water-ſtanding Eye, 
Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, 
And Orphans for their Parents timeleis Death, 
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If this foul Deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a Man; this (in reſpe&) a Child, 
And Men neer ſpend their Fury on a Child. 
What's worſe than Murtherer, that I may name it? 
No, no, my Heart will burſt, and if I ſpeak—— 
And I will ipeak, that ſo my Heart may burſt, 
Butcher and Villains, bloody Cannibals, 
How ſweet a Plant have you untimely eropt: 
You have no Children, Butchers; it you had, 
The thought of them would have ſtirr'd up Remorſe; 
Put it you ever chance to have a Child, 
Look in his Youth to have him ſo cut off, 
As deathimen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
K. Edw, Away with her, go bear her hence by force. 
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, difparch me here: 
Here ſheath thy Sword, I'll pardon thee my Death: 
What? Wilt thou not? then Clarence do it thou. 
Clar, By Heav'n, I wiil not do thee ſo much Eaſe, 
QLueen., Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence do thou do it? 
Clar, Nid'ſt thou not hear me {wear I would not do it? 
Queen. Ay, but thou uſeſt to forſwear thy ſelf : 
*T was Sin before, but now 'tis Charity. 
M hat, wilt thou not? where is that Devil's Butcher Richard. 
Hard- lavour'd Richard? Richard, where art thou? 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almſdeed. 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne'er pull'ſt back. 
K. Edm. Away, I fay, | charge ye bear her hence. 
Lueen. So come to you and yours, as to this Prince, 
| [ Exit Queen. 
K. Edw. Where's Richard gone? 
Cla. To Lenden all in poſt, and as I can gueſs, 
To make a bloody Supper inthe T:wer. 
K. Edw. He's ſudden, if a thing comes in his Head, 
Now march we hence, diſcharge the common ſort 
With pay and thanks, and let's away to Lenden, 
And ſee our gentle Queen how well ſhe fares. 
By this, 1 h»pe, ſhe hath a Son for me. [ £xennt. 
Euter King Henry, and Glouceſter, with the Lieutenaii 
on the Tower Walls, 
Glo. Good day, my Lord, what at your Book ſo hard? 
K. Fen. Ay, my good Lord; my Lord, I ſhould lay rather, 
*T'is {in to flatter, Good was little better: | 
FEY | | Gocd 
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Good Glo ſter, and the Devil, were alike, 

And both prepoſterous; therefore, not Good Lord. 
Glo. Sirrah, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt confer, 
3 | | [ Exeunt Lieutenanant, 
K. Henry. So flies the wreakleſs Shepherd from the Wolt, 

So firſt the harmleſs Flock doth yield his Fleece, 8 

And next his Throat unto the Butcher's Knife. 

What Scene of Death hath Roſſius now to act? 

Glo. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty Mind, 

The Thief doth fear each Buſh an Officer. 

K. Henry, The Bird that hath been limed in a Buſh, 

With trembling Wings miſdoubteth every Buſh 

And I, the hapleſs Male to one ſweet Bird, 

Have now the fatal Object in my Eye, 

Where my poor young was limb'd, was caught and kill'd. 
Glo. Why what a peeviſh Fool was that ot Creet, | 

That taught his Son the Office of a Fowl ? f 
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And yet, for all his Wings, the Fool was drown'd. | 
t? K. Henry. J, Dedalus; my poor Boy, Icarus; | 
7 Thy Father, Mzncs, that deny'd our Courſe; | 


The Sun that ſear'd the Wings of my ſweet Boy, 
Thy Brother Edward; and thy ſelf, the Sea, ! 
12 Whoſe envious Gulf did ſwallow up his Liſe: | 
Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words, 
My Breaſt can better brook thy Dagger's Point, 
That can my Ears that tragick Hiſtory, f 
But wheretore doſt thou come? Is't for my Lite ? f 
Glo, Lhink'ſt thou | am an Executioner ? 
en. K. Henry. A Perlecutor Jam lure thou art; | 
If murthering Innocents be Executing, | 
Why then thou art an Executioner. | 
Glo. Thy Son I kill'd for his Preſumption. | 
K. Henry. Hadſt thou been kill'd when firſt thou didſt 
preſume, | | 
Thou hadſt not 'i'd to ki!l a Son of mine: | 
And thus I prophetic, that many a thouſand, 
Which now miitru{it no parcel of my Fear, 
And many an old Man's Sigh, and many a Widow's, 
And many an Orphan's water- ſtanding Eye, 
4? Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, | 
| And Orphans for their Parents timelels Death, | 


Shall rue the Hour that ever thou waſt born, | 
od L.. | The 
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The Owl ſhriek d at thy Birth, an evil ſign, 


The Night-Crow cry'd, aboding luckleſs time 


Dogs howl'd, and hideous Tempeſt ſhook down Trees; 


The Raven rook'd her on the Chimney's top, 
And chattering Pyes in diſmal Diſcords ſung: 
Thy Mother felt more than a Mother's Pain, 
And yet brought forth leſs than a Mother's Hope, 
To wit, an indigeſted deform'd Lump, 
Not like the Fruit of ſuch a goodly Tree, 
Teeth had thou in thy Head when thou waſt born, 
To fignifie thou cam!'it to bite the World: 
And, if the reſt be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſto—— 
Glo. I'll hear no more: 
Die, Prophet, in thy Speech; 
For this, amongſt the reſt, was J ordain' d. 
K. Henry. Ay, and for much more Slaughter after this 
O God, forgive my Sins, and pardon thee. Dies, 
Slo. What? will th' aſpiring Blood of Lancaſter 
Sink in the Ground? I thought it would have mounted, 
See how my Sword weeps for the poor King's Death. 
O may ſuch purple Lears be alway ſhed 
From thoſe who wiſh the downfal of our Houſe, 
If any ſpark of Lite be yet remaining, | 
Down, down to Hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither, 
[ Stabs him again, 
I that have neither Pity, Love, nor Fear, 
Indeed *tis true that Henry told me of: 
For I have often heard my Mother lay, 
came into the World with my Legs forward, 
Had I not reaſon, think ye, to make haſte, 
And ſeek their Ruin, that uſurp'd our Right? 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cry'd, 
O Jeſus bleſs us, he is born with Teeth! 
And ſo | was, which plainly ſignified, 
That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the Dog: 
Ihen ſince the Heav'rs have thap'd my Body ſo, 
Let Hell make crook'd my Mind to anſwer it. 
J have no Brother, I am like no Brother, 
And this word (Love) which grey Beards call Divine, 
Be reſident in Men like one another, 
And not in me: 1 am my ſelf alone. 


[Stabs him, 


Clarence 
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King Henry VI. 

Clarence beware, thou keep'ſt me from the light, 
But I will ſort a pitchy Day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad ſuch Prophecies, 

That Edward ſhall be fearful of his Life, 

And then, to purge his Fear, I'll be thy Death, 
King Henry, and the Prince his Son, are gone, 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the reſt ; 
Counting my ſelf but bad, *till I be beſt, 

II throw thy Body in another room, 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of Doom, [ Exit. 


Enter King Edward, Queen, Clarence, Glouceſter, 
Haſtings, Nurſe, and Attendants. 


Kk. Edw. Once more we ſit on England's Royal Throne, 
Re-purchas'd with the Blood of Enemies: 
What valiant Foe- men, like to Autumn's Corn, 
Haye we mow'd down in top of all their Pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold Renown'd, 
For hardy and undoubted Champions: 
Two Cliffords, as the Father and the Son, 
And two Northumberlands; two braver Men, 
Ne'er ſpurr'd their Courſers at the Trumpets ſound. 
With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick and Montague, 
That in their Chains tetter'd the Kingly Lion, 
And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we ſwept Suſpicion from our Seat, 
And made our Footſtool of Security. 
Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs my Boy: 
Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles, and my (elf, 
Have in our Armours watch'd the winter Night, 
Went all a-foot in Summers ſcalding Heat, 
That thou might'ſt repoſſeſs the Crown in peace, 
And of our Labours thou ſhalt: reap the Gain, 

Glo. I'll blaſt his Harveſt, if your Head were laid, 
For yet I am not look'd or in the World, 
This Shoulder was ordain'd lo thick, to heave, 

And heave it ſhall ſome weight, or break my Back; 
Work thou the way, and that ſhall execute. [ Aſide, 
K. Edw. Clarence and Gloſter, love my lovely Queen, 
And kiſs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both, 

Clar, The duty that I owe your Majeſty, 
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I ſeal upon the Lips of this ſweet Babe. 
K. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks, 
Glo. And that I love the Tree from whence thou ſprang'ſt 

Witneſs the loving Kits I give the Fruit: : 

To ſay the truth, fo Judas kiſs d his Maſter, [Afide; 

And cry'd, all hail, when as he meant all harm, 

K. Edw. Now aml ſeated as my Soul delights, 

Having my Country's peace, and Brothers love, 

Car. What will your Grace have done with Margaret > 

Reignier her Father, to the King of France 

Hath par d the Szcils and Jeruſalem, 

And hither have they lent it for her Ranſom. 

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France! 

And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time 

With ſtately Triumphs, mirthful Comick Shows, 

Such as befits the Pleaſure of the Court ? 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel ſower Annoy, 

For here, I hope, begins our laiting Joy. 

[ Exeunt on! 
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